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ACT FL: SCENS. 6 

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. Bev. D comforted, my dear, all may be well yet. 
And now, methinks, the lodgiogs begin to 

look with another face. O ſiſter ! ſiſter! if theſe were 

all my hardſhips ; if all I had to complain of were no more 

than quitting my houſe, ſervants, equipage and ſhew, 

your pity would be weakneſs. 

Chir. Is poverty nothing, then? 

Mrs. Bev. Nothink in the world, if it affected only me. 
While we had a fortune, I was the happieſt af the rich; 
and now? tis gone, give me but a bare fabfiſiance and my 
huſband's ſmiles, and I'll be the happieſt of the poor. To 
me now theſe lodgings want nothing but theumaller, 
Why do you look at me ? - : 

Char. That | may hate my brether, 

A7ri. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte. 

Char, Has he nut undone you ?f——O |! this pernici- 
cus vice of gaming ! but methiaks his uſual hours of four 
or five in the morning might have contented him; *"twas 


miſery enough to wake for bim till then. Need he have 
ſtaid cut all night? I ſhall learn to de teſt him! 


Mrs. Bew. Not for the fult twult. He never ſlept from 
me before. | 

Char. Slept frem vou! no, no, bis nights have nothing 
to do with ſleep. How has this one vice driven bim from 
every virtue! nay, from his affections, too. be time 
Wah fer — 

Mrs. B. u. And is. I have no fear of his affections. 
Wou'd I knew that he were ſafe ! jg 

Char. From ruin and his companions But that's 
im poſſible. His poor little boy, too? What muſt become 
of him ? 

Mrs. Bev. Why want hall teach him indufiry, From 
his father's miſtakes he ſhall learn prudence, and from his 
mother's reſignation, patience. Poverty has no ſuch ter- 
rors in it as you imagine, There's no condition of life, 
lickneſs and pain excepted, where happineſs is excluded. 
The huſbandman, who riſes early to his labour, enjoys 
more welcome reſt at night for't. His bread is ſweeter to 
bim; bis home happier ; his family dearer ; his enjoy- 
ments furer. The ſun that rouſes hin in the moraing, 
{cts inthe evening to releaſe him. All ſuuations have their 
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4 THE GAMEST EER. 
com forte, if ſweet contentment dwell in the heart, But my 


poor Beverley has none. The thought of having ruin'd 


thoſe he loves, is miſery for ever to him. Wou'd I could 
eaſe his mind of that! 
Char, If he alone were ruin'd, *twere juſt he ſhou'd 


be puniſh'd. He is my brother, "tis true; but when [ 


think of what he has done; of the fortune you brought 


him ; of his own large eftate too, ſquander'd away upon 
his vileſt of paſſions, and among the vileſt of wretches! O! 


I have no patience ! My own little fortune is untouch'd, 


he ſays, Wou'd I were ſure on't. 


Mrs. Bev. And fo you may——"twou'd be a ſin to 


doubt it. 

Char. I will be ſure on't—— twas madneſs in me to 
give it to his management. But I'll demand it from him 
this morning. I have a melancholy occaſion for't. 

Mrs. Bev. What occaſion ? 

Car. To ſupport a filler. | 

Mrs. Bev, No I have no need on't. Take it, and re- 
ward a lover with it. The generous Lewſon deſerves 
much more. Why won't you make him happy ? 

Char. Becauſe my ſiſter's miſerable. 


Mys. Bev. You muſt not think ſo, I have my jewels | 


left yer. I'll ſell'em to ſupply our wants; and when all's 
gone, theſe hands ſhall toil for our ſupport. The poor 
ſhould be induſtrious Why thoſe tears, Charlotte ? 

Char. They flow in pity for you. 

Mr:. Bev. All may be well yet. When he has nothing 
to loſe I ſhall fetter him in theſe arms again; and then 
what is it to be poor ? | 

Char. Cure him of but this deſtructive paſſion, and my 
uncle's death may retrieve all yt. | 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, Charlotte, cou'd we cure him. But the 
diſeaſe of play admits no cure but poverty ; and the loſs 
of another fortune wou'd but encreaſe his ſhame and his 
affliction. Will Mr. Lewſon call this morning? 


Char. He ſid fo laſt night. He gave me hints, too, that 


he had ſuſpicions of our friend Scukely. 
Mrs. Bev. Not of treachery to my huſband ; that he 
loves play, I know ; but ſurely he's honeſt. 
Char. He would fain be thought fo ; therefore I doubt 
him. Honeſty nceds no pains to ſet irfelt off. 
| Enter Lucy. 
M.. Bev. What now, Lucy? 
Lucy. Tout old ſteward, madam. I had not the heart 
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to deny him admitrance, the good old man begg'd fo hard 
for't. [ Exit Lucy. 
Enter Jarvis. 


Mrs. Bew. Is this well, Jarvis ! I defired you to avoid 


me. 

Far. Did you, madam ? I am an old man, and had for- 
got, Perhaps, too, you forbad my tears ; but I am old, 
madam, and ge will be forgetful. 

Mrs. Bew. I he faithful creature! how he moves me. 

; [To Char. 

Char. Not to have ſeen him had been cruelty. 

Far. I have forget theſe apartments too, I remember 
none ſuch in my young maſter's houſe ; and yet I have 
nd in't theſe five and twenty years. His good father 
would not have diſmiſs'd me. | 

Mrs. Ber. He had no reaſon, Jarvis. 

Jar. I was faithful to h\m while he liv'd, and when he 
dy'd, he b-queath'd me to his fon, I have been faichful 
do him, too, | 

Mrs. Bev. I know it, I know it, Javis. 

Char. We both know it. 

Far. I am an old man, madam, and have not a long 
time to live, I aſk'd but to have died with him, and he 
diſmiſs'd me. 

Mrs. Bev. Prithee no more of this ! 'twas his poverty 
that diſmis'd you. 

Far. Is he indled ſo poor, then ?—Oh ! he was the joy 
of my old heart — But muſt his creditors have all ?f—— 
And have they ſold his houſe, too? his father built it 
when he was but a prating boy, The times that I carried 
him in theſe arms! And Jarvis, ſays, he, when a beggar 
has aſk'd charity of me, why ſhould people be poor? You 
ſhan't be poor, Jarvis; if I was a king, nobody ſhould be 

r. Vet he is poor. And then he was ſo brave !—-O 
e was a brave little boy ! and yet ſo merciful he'd not 
have kill'd the gnat that ſtung him. 

Mrs. Bev. Spe ak to him, Charlotte, for I cannot. 

Far. | have a liitle money, madam ; it might have been 
wore, but I have lov'd the poor, All that I have is yours. 

Mrs. Bev. No, Jarvis, we have enough yet. I thank 
you, though, and will deſerve your goodneſs. 

Far. But ſhall I ſee my maſter ? and will he let me at- 
tend him in his diſtreſſes? I'll be noexpence to him; and 
tu i. l kill me to be refuſed. Where is he, madam * 

2 


6 THE GAMESTER. 


Mit. Fed. Not at home, Jarvis. You ſhall fee him 
another time. 


Char. To-morrow, or the next day — O Jarvis! What 


a Change is here ! 
Far. A change indeed, mad m my nid heart akes at 
it. And yet, methinks But here's ſomcbody coming. 
Enter Lucy with Stukely. 


Lucy. Mr, Stukely, madam. [ Exit, 


Stu. Good morning to you ladies. Mr. Tarvis, your 
ſervant.' Where's my friend, madam? [/ Mrs. Bev. 


Ms. Bev. I ſhould have aſkK'd that queition of you. , 


Have you ſeen him to-day ? 
Stu. No, madam. 
Char. Nor laſt night? 
Stu. Laſt nig':t! did he not come home then? 
M. Pew, No. Wee you not together? 


Seu. At the beginning ↄf the evenirg ; but not ſince, ' 


: Where can he have itaid ? 


Char. Yoa call yourſelt his friend, fir; why do you 


encourage him in this madneſs of gaming ? 


Stu. You have aſk'd me that queſtion before, madam ; 
and I told you my concern was that I could not fave | 
him; Mr. Beverley is a man, madam ; and if the moſt 


friendly intreaties have no effect upon him, I have no 
other means. My purſe has been his, even to the injury 
of my fortune, If that has been encouragement, I de- 
ſerve cenſure ; but I meant it to retrieve bim. 

Mrs. Bev. I don't doubt it, fir; and I thank you 
Bet where did you leave him laſt night? 


Seu. Ar Wilſon's, madam, if I ought to tell; in com- 
any I did not like. Poſſivly he may be there fill. Mr. 


arvis knows the houſe, I believe. 
Far. Shall 1 go, madam ? 
Ars. Bev. No, he may take it ill. 
Char. He may go as from himſelf, 


Stu. And, if he picaſes, m-dam, without naming me. 


T am faulty myſelf, and ſhould conceal the errors of a 
friend. But I can refuſe nothing hee. 

| [ Bowing to the Ladies. 

- Far. I wouv'd fain fee him, methinks. 
Mrs. Bev. Do >, then. But take care how you up- 

braid him. | have never upbraided him. 
Jar. Weu*s I cou'd bring him comfort. [ Exit Faris. 
Stu. Don't be too much alarm'd, madam. All men 
have their errors, and their times of ſeeing em. Per- 


haps 


wh, wh, o® » 


| "I 


THE GAMESTER. 7 


haps my friend's time is nor come yet. But he has an 
uncle; and oli men don't live tor ever, Yuu ſhou'd look 
forward. madam ; we are taught low to value a ſecond 
fortune by ne loſs of a firſt [Ao. king at th- door. 

Mrs. Rev. Hark ! —No—that knocking was too rude 
for Mr. Beverley. Pry Hasen he be well! a 

$/u Never doubt it, m:dam, You ſhall be well too 
—— Every thing hal! be well, [ Knocking again. 

Mrs. Bev. The knoc ing is a little | us tho? — Who 
waits there? Will none of you anſwer - Nen“ of you, 
did I ſay ?—Alas ! what was | thinking of !—1 had fore 

tniyfelfl | 

Char, Vii go, ſiſter But don't be alarm'd fo. [ Exit, 
u. What extraordinary accident have you to fear, 
madam ? 

Mrs. Bev. I beg your pardon ; but dis ever thus with 
me in Mr Beverley's abſence. N. one knocks at the 
door, but I fancy it is the wefſenger of ill news 

Seu. Vu are too fearful. midam 3 *twas but one night 
of abſence; and if ill rhough's intrude (Is love is always 
doubtful) 'hink of your worth and beauty, and drive em 
from your bre. ſt. 

Mrs, Bew. What thoughts ? I have no thoughts that 
wrong my huſband. | 

Stu. S»ch thoughts indeed would wrong him. The 
world is full of flander; and every wretch that kn ws 
himſelf unjuſt, charges his neighbour with like paſhons, 
ard by the general fraxty hides his uwn—If you are wie, 
and wou'd be happy, turo a deaf ear to ſuch reports. 
Tis ruin to believe em. F 

Mrs, Bev. Ay, worſe than rvin. Twould be to fin 
agaiuſt convitti.m. Why was it mention'd ? | 

Stu. To guard you againſt rumour. The ſport of half 
mahkind is miſchief; and for a fingle error they make 
men devils, If their tales r-ach you, diſbe jieve em. 

Mrs. Bev. What tales ? by a hom ? why told ? I have 
beard nothing—or if 1 had, with a'l his errors, my Be- 
verley's firm faith admits no doubt—lI: is my tafet;,, my 
ſeat of reſt and joy, while the ſtorm thteaters r und me. 
In not forſake it. [SA fohs and looks do Why 
turn you, fir, away ? and why that ugb? | 

Stu. i wis attentive, madam ; and fiphs w Il come we 
know nit why, Perha; s | have been o b y —— If ir 
ſhoul4i tcem fo, impute my z-al to friend hin. that meant 
to guard you again evil tor gucs. Your Beverl is 
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8 THE GAMES TER. 


wrong d. ſlander'd moſt vilely — My life upon his truth. 
Me. Bev. And mine to. Who is't that doubts it ? But 
no mat er I am prepar'd, fir—Yet why this caution ? 
ou are my huſband's friend ; I think you mine too; © 
the common friend of both. {Pan/es.] I had been un- 
concern'd elle. 

Stu. For Heaven's ſake, madam, be fo ſtill! I meant 
to guard you agaĩoſt ſuſpicion, not to alarm it. ; 
rs, Bev. Nor have you, fir, who told you of ſuſpici- 
on ? I have a heart it cannot reach, 

Sta. Then I am happy—— | would ſay more - but am 
prevented. Enter Charlotte. 
Mrs. Bev. Who was it, Charlotte? 
Cher. What a heart has that Jarvis !—A creditor, ſiſ- 
ter, But the good old man has taken him away — Don't 
diſtreſs bis wife! don't diſtreſs his ſiſter! I could bear 


him ſay. * Tis crucl to diſtreſs the aflited And when | 


he ſaw me at the door, he begg'd pardon that his friend 
had knock d ſo loud. | f 

Sa. I wiſh I had known of this. Was it a large de» 
mand, madam ? 

Char. I heard not that ; but viſits ſuch as theſe, we 
muſt expect often—Why ſo diftreſs'd, filter ? this is ao 
new affl ction. 

Mrs. B.. No, Charlotte, but I am faint with watch- 
ing quite ſunk and ſpicitleſs-—Will you excuſe me, fir ? 
Vit to my chamber, and try to reſt a little. 

Stu. Good thoughts go with you, madam. 

| [ Ex. Mrs. Bets 
My bait is taken then. [Ad-] Poor Mrs. Beverley | how 
my heart grieves to ſee her thus 

Char. Cure her, and be a friend then. 

Stu. How cure her, mad m? 

Char. Reclaim my brother. 3 c 

Stu. Ay, give him a new creation ? or breathe another ſoul 
s him. Pl think on't, madam. Advice I ſee is thank- - 


Char, Uſeleſs I am ſure it i-, if thro? miſtaken friend- 
| ſhip, or other motives, you feed bis paſſion with your 
puiſc, and ſoothe it by example. Phyſicians to cure fe- 
vers keep from the paiient's thirſty lip the cup that 
would enflame him: you give it to his hands—(a knock- 
ing) Hark, fir, theſe are my brothers deſperate ſymp» 
toms Avother creditor, 


Stu. One not ſo eaſily got rid of— What, Lewſon! 
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Emer Leun. 

Leto. Madam, your ſervant— Vout's, ſir. I was en- 
quiring for you at your lodgings. 

Stau. This morning? you had buſineſs then? | 

Lew. You'll call it by another name, perhaps. Where's 
Mr. Beverley, madam. 

Char, We have ſeat to enquire for him. 

Lew. Is he abroad then ? he did not wie to go out fo 
early. 

Cher. No; nor to ſtay out f late. 

Lew. Is that the caſe? I am ſorry ſor it, But Mr. 
Stukely, perhaps, may dirc you to him, 

Stu. I have already, fir. —But what was your buſineſs 
with me ? 

Lew. To congratulate you upon your late ſucceſſes at 


play. Poor Beverley! but you are his friend, and there's 


a comfort in having ſucceſsfut friends. 

Stu. And what am I to underſtand by this? 

Lew. That Beverley's a poor man, with a rich friend 
—— That's all. 

Stu. Your words wou'd mean ſomething, I ſuppoſe, 
Another time, ſir, I ſhall defire an explanauon. 

L. w. And why not now? I am no dealer in long ſen- 
tences. A minute or two will do for me. 

Stu. But not for me, ſir, I am flow of apprehenſion, 
and muſt have time and privacy, A lady's preſence en- 
gages my attention—Another morning I may be found at 
home, 

Lew. Another moroing then Pll wait upon you. 

Stu. I ſhall expect you, fir, Madam, your ſervant. [Ex. 

Char. What mean you by this ? ; 

Lew, To hint to him that I know him. 

Char. How know him ? mere doubt and ſuppoſition ! 

Lew. I ſhall have proof ſoon. 

Char. Aud what then? wou'd you riik your life to be 
his puniſher ? 

Lew. My life, madam ! don't be afraid. And yet I 
am happy in your concern for me. But let it content 
you that I know this Stukely—' Twou'd be as caly to 
make him honeſt as brave. 

Char. And what do you intend to do ? 

Lew. Nothing, till I have proof. Yet my ſuÞicions 
are well grounded&—but methinks, madam, | am acting 
here without authazity, Cou'd I bave leave to call Mr. 
Beverley brother, his concerns would be my ou. uy 
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will you make my ſervices appear officious ? 
Ctar. You know my reaſons, and ſhou'd not preſs me. 
But I am cold, you, ſay; and cold I will be, while a 


2 ſiſter's deſtitute - My heart bleeds for her! and till 


ſee her ſorrows moderated, love has no joys for me. 


” Lew. Can I be leſs a friend by being a brother? I 1 


would not ſay an unkind thing-— but the pillar of your 


houſe is ſhaken. Prop it with another, and it ſaall * 


ſtand firm again—— You muſt comply, 


Chur. And wil —wben I have peace within myſelf. | 


But let us change the ſubjedi 


Your buſinefs here th's 


morning is with my tiller, Mi'sfurtunes preſs too hard 


upon her: Vet till to-day ſhe has borne em nobly. 
Lau. Where is ſhe ? ; 
Char. Gone to her chamber Her ſpirits fail'd her. 


Lew. I hear her coming—Let what has paſs'd with ., 
Stukely be a ſecret——She has already too much to trou- © 


ble ker. Enter Mrs. Buwerly. 


Mrs. Bev. Good morning, fir; I heard your voice, | 
and as I thought, erquiring tor me—where?s Mr. Stukely, 


Charlotte ? 

Char. This moment gone—You hare been in tears, 
ſiſter, but here's a friend ſhall comfort you. 

Lex. Or if I add to your didteſſes, Vil beg your par- 
den, madam. The {ale of your hcuſe and turniture was 
finiſh'd yeſterday. | 

Mrs. B-v. I koow'it, fir. I know too your generous 

reaſon for putting me in mind of it. Bur you have 
obliged me too much already. 
' Lev, Theſe are tiifler, madam, which I know you 
have ſet a valu: on; thoſe | have purchas'd, and will 
deliver. I have a friend too that eſteems fou—He has 
b -ught large y; and will call votbing his, till be has 
ſeen you. It a viilt to bim would nut be painful, be 
has begz'd it may be this morning, 

Mrs. Lem. Not paiotu! bn the lesfl My pain is f. om 
the bindneſs of my friends. Why am | to be oblig'd 
beyond the power of return ? | 

Lew. You hail repay us at your own time. I have 


a coach wuitjug at the door Si we have your com- 


pany, madam? 
Char. No. My brother may return ſoon; 1'il flay 
and rect ve him. | 


| 
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don't upbraid him, Chail- te, We ſhau't be abſent. 
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Come, fir, fince I muſt be fo oblig'd. 
Lew. Tis 1 that am oblig'd. Aa hour or leſs will be 
ſufficient for as. We ſhall find you at home, madam ? 
[To Char. and exit with Mrs, Bev. 
Char. Certainly. 1 hve bur little inclication to ap- 
pear abroad—Oh ! this brother! this brother! to what 
wretchedneſs has he reduc'd us. [ Exit. 

SCENE changes to Stukel;”s lodgings. Enter Stuleiy. 

Stu. That Lewſon ſuſpects me, 'tis too plain. Yet 
why ſhou'd he fuſpect me? — I appear tha friend of Be- 
verley as much as he.— But I am rich it ſcem — and fo I 
am; thanks to another's folly and my own wiſdom. To 
what uſe is wiſdom, but to take advantage of the weak ? 
This Beverley's my fool ; I cheat him, and he calls me 
friend — But more buſineſs muſt be done yet. His wife's 
jewels are unſold; ſo is the reverſion of his uncle's 
eſtate. I muſt have theſe too And then there's treaſu:e 
above all -I love his wife—Before ſhe knew this Bever- 
ley I lov'd her; but like a cringing fool, buw'd at a diſt- 
ance, while he ſtept in and won her Never, never 
will I forgive him ſor't. My pride, as well as love, is 
wounded by this conqueſt. I mull have vengeance. 
Thoſe hints, this morning, were well thrown in — Al- 
ready they have faſten'd on her. If jealouſy ſhou'd weak- 
en her affections, want may corrupt her virtue—My heart 
rejoices in the hope—Theſe jewels may do much. -He 
ſhall demand 'em of her; which, when mine, ſhall be 
converted to ſpecial purpoſes— What now Bates ? 

Enter Bates. 

Bates. Is it a wonder then to ſee me? The forces are 
all in readineſs, and only wait for orders. Where's Be- 
verley ? 

Stu. At laſt night's rendezvous, w-iting for me. TIs 


Dawſon with you ? 


Bates. Dreſs'd like a n b'eman ; with money in his 
pocket, and a ſet of dice that ſall deceive the devil. 


Seu. That fellow has a head to undo 2 nztion. But 


for the reſt they are ſuch low-r anner'd, il!-locking dogs, 
I wonder Beverley has not ſuſpefted 'em. 

Dates. No matter for m-nners and lIeoks. Do you ſup- 
ply 'em with money, and they are gentlemen by profe ſſi- 
on—The paſſion of g:ming caſts ſuch a miſt be fore the 
eyes, that the nobleman ſhall be ſurrounded with ſhar; ers, 
and imagine himſelf in the beſt of company. 

Sat. There's that Williams, too—It was he, I ſuſpoſe, 

C 2 inet 


| 


6 
i 


* "_ 
ty en —— — - 


' tures and refuſe nothing where they love 


12 THE GAMESTER. 


that call'd at Beverley's with the note this morning. What 
directions did you give him? 


Bates. To knock loud, and be clamorous. Did not you 
ſee him? 

Stu. No. The fool ſneak'd off with Jarvis. Had he 
appear'd within doors, as directed, the note had been dif. 
charg'd. I waited there on purpoſe. - I want the women 


to think weil of me; for Lewſon's grown ſuſpicious ; he 
told me ſo bimſelt. | 


Bes, What anſwer did you make him? 
Sta. A ſhort one — That I would {e: him ſoon, for farther 


explanation, 


Bates. We muſt take care of him. But what have veto 
do with Beverley? D.wſoa and the reft are wordering at 
ou. 
e Stu. Why let 'em wonder. I have Celigns above and 
their narrow reach. They fee me lend bim money ; ard 
they ſtare at me. But they are fools. 1 want him to be- 
lieve me beggar'd by him. | 
Bates And what then ! | 
Stu. Ay, there's the queſtion ; but no matter. At night 


you may know more. He waits for me at Wilſon's, 1 
told the women where to find him. 


Bates. 'To what purpoſe ? 

Stu, To ſave ſuſpicion, It look'd friendly; and they 
thank'd me. Old Jarvis was difpatch'd to him. 

Bates, And may intreat him home, 

Stu, No; he expects money lrom me; but I'll have 
none. His wife's jewels muſt go—Women are eaſy crea- 
Fol low to 
Wilſon's; but be ſure he ſees you not. You are a man of 
cha act r. you know ; of prudence and diſcretion. Wait 
for ne in an outer room; I ſhall have buſineſs for you pre- 
ſently. Come, fir ; | Wo” 

Let drudging fouls by honeſty grow great: ; 

The ſhorter rozd to riches is deceit. [Exennt, | 


ACT Ii. SCENE a Gaming Houſe, with a table, | 
box, dice, Sc. Beverley is diſcover'd ſtting. 
Bev. HY, wh. t a world is this! The * that 
digs for gold receives his daily pittance and 


. Nzeps contended, while-thife, for whom he labouts, con- 


vert their good to miſchief; making abundance the means 
of want. O ſhame! ſhame ! Had fortune given me burta a 
little, that little had been fill my own. But plenty leads to 


M alle: 


ſervant ſtill. 


night 
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waſte ; and ſhallow fireams m intain their currents, while 
ſwelling rivers beat down their banks, and leate their eban - 
nels empty. What had I to do with play? I wanted no- 
thing. My wiſhes and my means were equal. 'The poor 
follow'd me with bleſſines: love ſcatter'd roſes on my 
pi:low, and morning wak'd me to del gbt— O bitter 
thougtt! that leads to what I was, by uh. t I am! I wou'd 
forget both— Who's ther: ? g 
Enter Waiter, | 
Wait. A gentleman, fir, enquires for you, 
Bev. He might have us'd lefs ceremeny. Stukely, I 
ſuppole ? . 
nit. No, ſir, a ſtranger. 2 
Ber. Well, ſhew him in. [Eri Waiter. 
A meſſenger from Stukely, then! from him that has un- 
done me !—Yet all in friendſhip, and now he lends me 
from his little, to bring back fortune ro me, 
| 5 ter Farwv:cs. 
L ! Why this intruſion ?—— Your abſence had becn 
inder. 
Far- J came in duty, fir. If it be troubleſome 
Bev. It is—I wou'd be private — hid even from my- 
ſelf. Who ſcat you hither ? 
Jur. One that wou'd perſuade you home again. My 
riſtreſs is not well: her tears told me ſo. 
Bev. Go with thy duty there then —Pr'ythee be gone: 
I have no bufigeſs for thee. | 
Far. Yes, lir ; to lead you from this place. 


I am your 
Your porſperous fortune bleſs'd my old age. 
It that has left you, I muſt rot leave you. : 

Bev. Not leave me] Recall paſt time then; or through 
this fea of ſtorms and darkneſs, ſhew me a ſlar to guide 
me But what can'ſt thou? 

Far. The little that I can Iwill. You have been ge- 
nerous to me— I wou'd not offend you, ſit, - but 

Pep. No. Think'ſt thou l'd ruin the?, too! I have 
enough of ſhame already - My wife! My wife ! Wou'dſt 
thou believe it, Jarvis? I have not ſee her all this lopg 

I, who have lov'd her fo, that every hour of 
abſence ſeem'd as a gap in life. But other bonds have 
held me——©O ! I have play'd the boy! dropping my 
counters in the ſtream, and reaching to redeem 'em, have 
loſt myſelf. ' 


22 For pity's ſake, fir———1I have no heart to ſee 
change, | 


C 3 Bey, 
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Ja Bev. Nor I to bear it. How ſpcaks the world of mey 
rvis ? | 

Jar. As of a good man dead. Of one, who walking 
in a dream, fell down a precipice, The world is ſorry for 
you, | 

Bev. Ay, and pities me. Say is it not ſo? But I was 
born to infamy——1'i1 tell thee what it ſays. It calls me 
villain; a treacherous huſband ; a cruel father; a falſe 
brother; one loſt to nature and her charities, Or to ſay 
ali in one ſhort word, it calls me Gameſter. Go tq thy 
miftreſs — P11 ſee her preſently. | 

Far. And why not now ? Rude people preſs upon her; 
loud, bawling creditors ; wretches who know no pity 
l met one at the door; he wou'd have ſeen my 
miltreſs. I wanted means of preſent payment, ſo promis'd 
it to-morrow. But others may be preſſing; and he has 
grief enough already. Your abſence hangs too heavy on her. 

Bee. Tell ber Pu come, then. I have a moment's 
bufineſs. But what haſt thou todo with my diſreſſcs? Thy 
honeſty has left thee poor; and age wants comfort. Keep 
what thou haft, leſt between thee and the grave, milery 
fteal in, I have a friend ſhall counfel me—This is that 
fri-nd. Eater Siukely. 

Stu. How fares it, Beverley? Honeft Mr. Jarvis, well 
met; I hop'd to find you here, That viper Williams 
Was it not he tbat troubled you this morning ? 

Far. My Millreſs heard bim then? Jam ſorry that 
ſhe heard him ; 

| Bey. And Jarvis promis'd payment. 
Sta. That muſt not be. Tell him III ſatisfy him. 
. Will you, fir ? Heaven will reward you for't. 
cv. Generous Stukely ! Friendſhip like yours, had it 
ability like will, wou'd more than balance the wrongs of 
fortune. ; 

Stu. You think too kindly of me Make haſte to Wil- 
liams ; his clamours may be rude elſe, [To Farvis. 
| Far. And my maſter will go home again—Alas ! fir, 
l we know of hearts there breaking for his abſence, [ Exit. 
| Bev. Wou'd I were dead! ; | 
Stu. Ha! ha! hal——Pr'ythee be a man, and leave 
Wy _— dying todiſeaſe and old age. — Fortune may be ours 

| again; at !eaſt we'll try for't. 
| Be. No; it has fcol'd us on too far. 
Stu. Ay, rvin'd us; and therefore we'll ſt down con- 


tented. Theſe are the deſpondings of men without mo- 


Bey 3 
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ney : but let the ſhining ore chink in the pocket, and fol- 
ly turns to wiſdom, We are Fortuce's children 
True, ſhe's a fickle mother ; but ſhall we droop becauſe 
ſhe's peviſh ? —No ; ſhe has ſmiles ia ſtore. And theſe - 
her frowns are meant to brighten en. 

Bev. Is this a time for levity ? Bur you are ſingle ia the 
ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of it, With me 'tis 
complicated miſery, | : 

Sta. You cenſure me urjuſtly——1I but aſſumed theſe 
ſpicits to cheer my friend. Heaven knows he wants a com- 
forter. 

Bev. What new misfortune ! 

Su. I wou'd bave brought you money; but lenders 
want ſecurities, What's to be cone? All that was mine 
is fours already, | 

Bev. And there's the double weight that ſinks me. 1 
have undoce my friend, too; one, who to ſave a drowing 
wretch, reach'd out his hand, and per:hd with him. 

Stu. Have better thoughts. 

Bev. Whence are they to procecd? I have nothiag 
eft, 

Stu. [Sig hing] Then we're indeed undone. What no- 
thing? No moveables ? Nor uſeleſs trinkets ? Bawbles 
lock d up in caſkets to arve their owners ?—T have ven- 
tur'd deeply for you. | 

8 Therefore this heart-ake; for I am loſt beyond 
all hope. | | 

Stu. No; means may be found to fave us. Jarvis is 


rich. Who made him fo? This is no time for cere- 
mony. 


Bev - And is it for diſnoneſty? The good old man ! 
Shall I rob him tco ? My friend wou'd grieve for't. 
wo let the little that he has, buy food aud cloathing for 

m. 

Seu. Good morning, then. FB [Go'ng, 

Bev. So hally, Why then good mornirg. 

Stn, And when we meet again, upbraid me. Say it 
was I that tempted you. Lell Lewſon ſo; and tell him 
I have wreng'd you—-He has ſuſpicions of me and will 
thank you. | 

Bev. No; we hare been companions in a raſh voyage, 
and the ſame ftorm has wreck'd us both. Miue ſhall be 
ſelf-upbraidings. | ; 

Stu. And will they feed us? You deal unkindly by me. 
I have fold and borrow's for you, while land or _ 
| 5 


* 


* 
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Iified; and now, when fortune ſhould be ty'd, and my 
heart whiſpe:s me ſucc-ſs, I am deferred; turn'd looſe to 
. beggary, while you have hoards. 

Der. What hoards? Name 'em, and take em. 

Sin, Jewels. 

Bev. And ſhall this thriftleſs hand ſeize them too? 
My poor, poor wife! Muſt ſhe loſe all? I w.u'd not 
wound her ſo. | 
Sin. Nor I, but from neceſſity. One effort more, and 
fortune may grow kind. I have unuſual hopes. 

Bew. Think of ſome other means, then. 

Stu. I have; and you rejected 'em. 

Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. 

Seu. Ay, and your friend a poor one. But I have done. 
And for theſe trinkets of a woman, why, let her keep *em 
to deck out pride with, and ſhew a laughing woild that 
ſhe has finery to ſtarve in. 

Bew. No; ſhe ſhall yield up all. My friend demands 
it. But need he have talk'd lightly of her? The jewels 
that ſhe values are truth and innocence — I hoſe will adorn 
her ever; and for the reſt, ſhe wore em for a huſbaad's 

ide, and to his wants will give em. Alas! you know 

rnot, Where ſhall we meer? 

Stu. No matter. I have chang*d my mind. Leave me 
to a priſon : *tis the reward of friendſhip. 

Bev. Periſh mankind firſt—Leave me to a priſon ! No; 
fallen as you ſee me, I'm not that wretch. Nor wou'd | 
change this heart, o'ercharg'd as 'tis with folly and mis- 
fortune, for one moſt prudent and moſt happy, if cillous 
to a friend's diſtreſſes. | 

Stu. You are too warm. 

Bev. In ſuch a cauſe, not to be warm is to be frozen: 
Farewel, I'i] meet you at y ur lodgings. 

Stu. Refi: a little, The jewels may be loſt, Better 
not hazard em l was too pr: fling. | 

Bev. And I ungrateful. Reflection takes up time. 1 
have no leiſure for't. Within an hour expect me. | Ex. 

Stu. The th-ughtleſs, allow prodigal ! We ſhall have 
ſport at night, then—— But hold — The jewels are not 
ours yet — The lady may refuſe em [he buſband may 
relent, too Tis more than probable——1'l1l write a note 
to Beverle;, and the contents ſhall ſpur him to demand 
**m—But am I grown this rogue thro! avarice ? No; I 
have warmer motives, love and revenge — Ruia the hut - 
band, and the wife's virtue may be bid for ? 


Enter 


te bu &y Be” 


— * 


ſo. 


He cares not if you had. That care is mine.—l lent it 
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. Euter Bates. 
Look to your men, Bates; therc's money ſtirring. We 
meet to-night upon this ſpot, Haſten and tell 'em ſo, 
Beverley calls upon me at my lodyinge, and we return to- 
gether. Haſten, I ſay, the rogues will ſcatter elſe, 

| Bates. Not 'till their leader bids em. 

Stu. Come on, then. -Givre 'em the word and follow 

me; I muſt adviſe with you This is a day of buſineſs. 
[Excant. 
SCENE changes to Beverl 5's lodging. 
Enter Beverly and Charleatte. 

Char. Your looks are chang'd, too; there's wildneſs 
ia em. My wretched lifter ! How will it grieve her to ſee 
you thus! 

Bev. No, no— a little reſt will caſe me, And for 
your Lewſon's kindneſs to her, it has my thanks; I have 
no more to give him. 

Char. Les; a filter and her fortune. I trifle with bim 
and he complains —— My looks, he ſays, are cold upon 


him. He thinks too 


Bev.\That I have loſt you fortune He dares not think 


Char. Nor does he—— You are too quick at gueſſing. | 


you to huſband, add now I claim it. 
Bev. You have ſuſpicions, then ? 
Char. Cure 'em, and give it me. 
Bev. To ſtop a ſiſter's chid ng. 
Char, To vindicate het brutber. 
Bev. How if he needs no vindication ? 
Char, I wou'd faiv hope ſo. 
Bev Ay, wou'd and cannot. Leave it to time, then; 
"twill tati-fy all doubts. 
Car. Mine are already ſatis fy'd. 
Bev. Tis well. And whea the ſubject is renew'd, 
ſpeak to me like a ſifter, and I will anſwer like a brother. 
Char. To tell me I'm a beggar.—-- Why, t-Il it pow. 


I that can bear the tuin of thoſe dearer to me, the ruin of 


a ſiſter and her infant, can bare tha: too. 

Bev. No more of this=you wring my heat. 
_ Char, Would that the miſery were alt your own ! But 
n0cence muſt ſeſfer- Unthinking rioter | whoſe home 
Was heaven to him; an angel dwelt there, and a little 
ch-rub, that crow nd bis days with bleſſing How he has 
luſt this heaven to league with devils ! 


Bev. | 
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Bev. Forbear, I ſay ; reproaches come too late; they 


ſearch, but cure not: and for the fortune you demand, 
we'll talk to-morrow ow't ; our tempets may be milder. 
Cher. Or, if tis gone, why farewel all. I claim'd it 
for a filter. But Iii upbraid no more. What Heaven 
permits, perhaps, it may ordain. Yet that the huſband ! 


father ! brother! ſhould be its inſtruments cf vengeance! F 


—* Tis grievous to know that. 

Bev. If you're my ſiſter, fpare the remembrance — 
it wounds tco deeply. Tomorrow fhall clear all; and 
when the worſt is kaown, it may be better than your 
fears. Comfort my wife; aad for the pains of abſence, 
PFll make atonement. The werid may yet go well with 
us. 
Char, See where ſhe comes !— Look chearfully up- 
on her———Afﬀettions ſuch as her's are prying, and lend 
thoſe eyes that read the foul. 

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Leuſon. 

Mrs, Bro. My life | 

Bev. My love! how fares it? I have been a truanr 
huſband. | 0 

Mrs Bev. But we meet now, and that heals al 
Doubts and alarms I have had; but in this dear embrace 
I bury and forget *em— My friend here pointing to Lews 
fen) has been indeed a friend. Charlotte, tis you muſt 
thank bim: „out brother's thanks and mine are of too 
little value. | 

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay. I thank you, fir, 
and am oblig'd. I wov'd ſay more, but that your good- 
neſs to the wife upbraids the huiband's follies. Had I 
been wiſ-, ſhe han not treſpaſs'd on your bounty. 


| Lew. Nor has the treſpats'd. The li:tle I have done, | 


© acceptance over pavs. 

Char. So fiiendſhip thinks 

Mrs. B:v. And double obligations by ftriving to con- 
ecal em — We'll talk anuther time on't. 
too tt ougbtful, love. 

Bey. No, I have reaſon for theſe. thoughts. 

Char. And hatred for the cauſc Wou'd you had 
that, too | 

Bev. I have——The cauſe was avatice. 
Car And who the tempter ? | 

Bev. A ruin'd friend ruin'd by too much kindnefs. 

Lew. Ay, worſe than rui:'d ; ſlabb'd in his fame, mor- 
tally tabb'd-—Riches cart core bim. | 


Ber. 


You are 


Gi e 29 
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Bev. Or if thy cou'd, thoſe I have drain'd him of. 
Something of this he hinted in the morning—That Lew- 
ſon had ſoſpicions of him. Why theſe ſuſpicions ?¶ 4ngrily. 

Lew. At ſchool we knew this Stukely. A cunning 
plodding boy he was, forbid and cruel, flow at his taſk, 
but quick at ſhifts an! tricking. He ſchem'd out miſ- 
chief, that others might be puniſh'd ; and wou'd teli his 
tale with ſo much art, that for the laſh he merited, te- 
wards and praiſe were given him. Shew me a boy with 
ſuch a mind, and time that ripens manhood in him, ſhall 
ripen vice, too— [i] prove him, and lay him open t'you 
—— Tul then be warn'd I know him, and there- 
fore ſhun him. | 

Bev. As 1 wou'd thoſe that wrong bim 
too buſy, fir, 

Mrs. Bev, No, not too buſy —— Miſtaken, perbaps 
— That bad been milder. 

Lew. No matter, maden. I can bear this, and praiſe 
the heart the prompts it—Pity ſuch friendſhip ſhou'd be 
ſo plac'd ! 

Bev. Agzaio, (ir ! but Ill bear, too—— You wrong bim, 
Lewſon, and will be ſorry for'r. 

Char. Ay, when *tis prov'd he wrongs him. The 
world 1s full of hypocrites. 

By. And Stukely one 


You are 


ſo you'd infer, I thin 


(I'll hear no more of this—— my heart aches for him—1 


have undone him. 
Lew. The world ſays otherwiſe, | 
Bev. The world is falſe, then —— I have buſineſs with 
you, love, co Mrs. Bev. ] we'll leave em to their rancovr. 


: [ Going. 
Char. No. We ſhall find roem within for't—Cume 
this way, fir. [To Lew/on, 


Lev. Anuther time my friend will thank me; that time 


| is haſteniag too. [Ex. Lew. and Cher. 


Bev. They hurt me beyond bearing Is Stukely 
falſe ? then hon ſty his left us! 'twere ſioning againit 
Heaven to think fo. | 

Mrs. Bew. I never doubted him. | 

Bev. No; you are charity. Meckneſs and every 
during patience live in that heart, and love that knows no 
Change Why did | rvin you? 

Mr. Bev. You have not ruin'd me. I] bave no 
wants when you are p:eſent, nor wiſhes in your abſence, 
but to be bleſt with your return. But be refign'd io whar 


1 

: 
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has happen'd, and I am rich beyond the dreams of avarice, 

Bev. My generous girl! — But memory will be buſy ; 
fill croudivg on my thoughts, to ſour the preſent by the 
paſt. I have another pange, too, 

Mrs, Bev. Tell it, and let me cure it. 
Bev. That friend—that generous friend, whoſe fam 
they have rtraduc'd——T have undone him oo. While 
he had means he lent me largely ; and now a priſon muſt 


- be his portion. 


Mrs. Bev. No; I hope otherwiſe. 

Bev. To hope muſt be to act. The charitable wiſh feeds 
not the hungry — Something muſt be done. 

Mrs. Bev. What! | 

Bev In bitterneſs of heart he told me, juſt now he told 
me, I had undone him. Cou'd I hear that, and think of 
1 ? no; I havediſclaim'd it, while he is miſera- 

le. 

Mrs. Bew. The world may mend with us, and then we 
my be grateful. 'There's comfort in that hope. 

Bev. Ay; *ti> the fick man's cordial, bis promie'd cure; 
while in preparing it the patient dies. 

Enter LA. 

Lucy. A letter, fir. [ Delivers it and exit. 

Bev. The hand is Stukely's. 

| { Opens it and reads to himſelf. 

Mrs. Bev. And brings good news——-at leaſt I'll hope 
W hat ſays he, love? 

Bev. Why this too much for patience, Yet he 
directs me to conceal it from you. | | [Reads 
Let your hafte to ſee me be the only proof of your efleem for 

me. I have determin'd, fince we parted, 10 bid adieu to 

England; ching raiher io fer/ake my country, than to 
. owe my ficedom in it ty th: meaus we tall*d of. Keep this 

a ſecret at home, and haften to the ruin'd R. Stukely. 
Ruin'd by friendſhip ! I muſt relieve or follow him. 

Mrs. Bev. Follow him, did you ſay ? then Iam loft, 
indeed ! | |; 

Bev. O this infernal vice, how it has ſunk me! a vice 
whoſe higheſt joy was poor to my domeſiic happineſs. 
Yet bow have ] purſu'd all my comforts to bittereſt par gs 
and all my {miles to tears. Damn'd, damn'd infatuation 

Mrs. Bev. Be cocl, my life ! what are the means the 
letter talks of? Have you— have I thoſe means? Tell 
me, and eaſe me. I have no life while you are wretched: 

Bev. No, no; it met not be. Tis I alone bave 

; | ſinn' d; 


W hat now ? 


ſo 
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Gnu'd ; 'tis I alone muſt ſuffer. You ſhall reſerve thoſe 
means to keep my child and his wrong'd mother from 
wantand wrietchedneſs, | 

Mrs. B. V. What means? 

Bev. I came to rob you of em- but cannot—dare not 
— Thoſe jewels are your foie ſupport - I ſhould be more 
than monſter t requeſt em. 

Mrs. Bev. My jewels! trifles, not worth the ſpeaking 
of, if weigh'd again a huſband's peace; but let em 
purchaſe that, and the world's wealth is of leſs value. 

Bey. Amazing goodneſs ! how little do I ſeem before 
fuch virtues ! 

Mrs. Bev. No more, my love. I kept 'em till occa- 
ſion call'd to uſe em; ncw is the occaſicn, and I'll re- 
fipn em chearfu'lv. 

Bev. Why we'll be rich in love, then, 

Mrs. Bev. Come to my cloſet— But let hin manage 
wiſely, We have no more to give him. 

Bev. Where le, rut my love this excellence? I am un- 
worthy of you, but will deſerve you beiter. 

Henceforth my folltes and neglects ſhall ceafe, - 
And all to come be penitence acd peace; 

Vice ſhall no more attract me with her charms, 
Nor pleaſure reach me, but ia theſe dear arms. [ £x, 


ACT III. SCENE Smwkely's lodgings. 
Enter Stukel, and Baltes. 
O runs the world, Bates. Fools are the natural prey 
of knaves ; nature deſig'd them fo, when ſhe 
made lambs for wolves, The laws that fear and policy 
hare tram'd, nature diſclaims : the knows but tuo; and 
thoſe are force and cunning, The nobler law is force; 
bat then there's danger in't; while cunniog, like a (kilful 
m.ner, works ſ:fely-and unſcen, 
Bates, And thete fore wiſely, Force muſt have nerves 
and finews ; cunning wants neither. The dwarf that has 
it ſhall trip the giant's he's op. : 
St. And bind him to the ground. Why, we'll erect 
a ſhrine for ovatuw'e, and be her oracles. Cnſeience is 
weakneſs; fear mide it, and fear maintains it. Tue 
dread of (hame, inward r-proaches, and fictitious burn- 
ings, {well out the phantom. Nature knows none of this: 
her laws are treedom. 
Pates. Sound docttine, ard well deliver'd ! 
Stu, We are lincere, too, _ practiſe what we wad 
| * 


Seu. 
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Let the grave pedant ſay as much—But now to buſineſs, 
The jewels are diſpos d of; and Beverley again worth 
money, He waits to count his gold out, and then comes 
hither. If my deſign ſucceeds, this night we finiſh with 
him. Go to your logdings and be buſy—You underſtand 
conveyances, and can make ruin ſure. | 
Bates. Better ſtop here. The ſale of this reverſion may 
be talk'd of There's davger in't. ef 

Stu. No tis the mark I aim at. We'll thrive and laugh. 
You are the purchaſes, and there's the payment, [Giving 
@ pocker-book.] He thinks you rich; and ſo you thall be. 
Enquire for titles, aud deal hardly; "will look like ho- 
2 . ; 
x; How if he ſuſpects us? 

Sen. Leave it to me. I fudy hearts, and when to work 
upon em. Go to your lodgings ; and if we come be buſy 
over papers. Talk of a thoughtleſs age, of gamiog and 
extravagance z you have a face for't. 

Bates. A feeling too that wou'd avoid it. We puſh too 
far; but I have caution'd you. If it ends ill, you'll think 
of me—and fo adieu. 5 [Exit. 
Stu. This fellow ſins by halves ; his fears are con- 
ſcience to him. I'll true theſs fears to uſe. Rogues that 
dread ſhame, will flill be greater rogues to hide their 

tt— This ſhall be thought of. Lewſon grows trouble - 
ome——We muſt get rid of him. He knows too 
much, I have a tale for Beverley; part of it truth, too 
— He ſhall call Lewſcn to account—lf ir ſucceeds, tis 
well-; if not, we muſt try other meas —But here he 
comes—l muſt diſſembl. 

| Enter Beverly. 

Look to the door there [/z a ſeeming frigb —My friend! 
I thought of other viſitors, | 
Bev. No; theſe ſhall guard you from 'em— [:ffering 
notes] Take em and uſe cm cautiouſly The world 
deals herdly by us. | 
Stu. And ſhall I leave you deſtitute ? No: your wants 
are he greateſt, Anotber climate may treat me kinder, 
Tne helter of to night takes me from this. 
Bev. Let ti eſe be your ſupport then 


Yet is there 


need uf parting ? I may bave means again; we'll ſhare 

'em, and live witely. | 

Su. No. I fhou'd tempt you on. Habit is nature 
in me; ruin cau't cure it. Even now I wou'd be gam- 

ing. Taught by experiuce as I am, and knowing this 
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ſum is all that's leſt us, I am for venturing ſlill-— 

And ſay, I am to blame Vet will this little ſupply 
our wants ! No, we muſt put it out to uſury. Whether 
tis madneſs in me, or ſome reſtleſs impulſe of good for- 
tune, [| yet am ignorant: but. 

Bev. Take it, and tucceed then. I'll try no more. 

Stu. Tis ſurely impulſe ; it pleads fo ftrongly —— 
But you are cold— We'll e'en part here then, And for 
this laſt reſerve, keep it for better uſes; Þil have none 
ont. I thank you tho', and will ſeek fortune fingly— 
One thing I bad forgot— | 

Bev. is it ? . x . 

Stu. Perhaps, twere beſt forgotten: But I am open in 
my nature, and zealous for the honour of my friend— 
Lewſon ſpeaks freely of you. 

Bev, Of you I know he does. 

u. I can forgive bim for't ; but for my friend I'm 


angry. 

Bow. What ſays he of me? | 

Sv. That Charlotte's fortune is embezzled-—He talks 
on't loudly, 

Bev. He ſhall be filenc'd then How heard you of it. 

Six. From many. He qu+ſtion'd Bates about it, You 
moſt account with him, be ſays. 

Bev. Or he with me—and ſoon, too. 

| Stu. Speak mildly to him. Cautions are beſt. 

Bev. V1: think on't—But whither go you ? 4 

Stu. From poverty and priſons—No matter whither. 
If fortune changes you may hear from m. 

Brv. May theſe be proſperous, then. [Offering the 
notes, which be refuſes] Nay, they are your's—I hate 
fworn it, and will have nothing Take em and uſe em. 

Su. Singly I will not. y cares are for my friend 3 
for his loſt fortune, and ruiu'd family. All ſeparate inte- 
reſts I diſclaim. Together we have fall'n, together we 
muſt riſe, My heart, my honour, and affections, all will 
have it ſo. er 9590 

Bev. I am weary of being fool'd. 

Stu. And fo am I Here let us part then Theſe bode 
ings of good · fortun+ ſhall all be ſtifled ; Fl call *em folly, 
and forget em— This one embrace, and then farewel. 

{ Offering to embrace. 

Bev. No: ftay a moment—— How my poor heart's diſ- 
tracted ! I have theſe bodings too; but whether caught 
from you, or prompted by 1. good or evil genius, I kao 

2 | not 
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not — The trial ſhall determine — And yet, my wiſe. 
Stu. Ay, ay, ſhe*l chide. | 
Bev. No; my chidings are all here. 
{ Pointing to his heart. 
Sta I'll not perſuade you. | | 
Bev. I am pe. ſvaded; by reaſon too; the ſtrongeſt , 
zeafon ; neceſſity. Oh! cou'd I but regain the height 
I have fallen from, heaven ſhou'd forſake me in my lateſt 
h:ur, if I again mix'd in theſe ſcenes, or ſacrific'd the huſ- | 
begs peace, his joy and beſt affections, to avarice and 
in famy. = 
wa I have reſolv'd like you ; and fince our motives are 
io honeſt, why ſhou'd we fear ſucceſs ? | 
Bev. Come on, then— Where ſhall we meet? 
Stu. At Wilſon's—Yet if it hurts you, leave me: 1 
have miſled you often. 
Beu. We have miſled each other—But come ! fortune 
is fickle, and may be tit'd with plaguiog us There let 
us reſt our hopes. : 
Stu. Vet thiok a little 
Bev. I caanot—thinkivg but diſtrads me. 
When deſperation leads, all thoughts are vain; 
Reaſon would loſe, what raſhneſs may obtain. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE charges to Beverliy's lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 
Char. *Twas all a ſcheme, a mean one; unworthy of 
my brother, | | 
Mrs. Bev. No, I am ſure it was not—Stukely is ho- 
2 tos; I know he is—This madneſs has undone em 
th. 
Cbar. My brother irrecoverably—You are too (piritleſs 
a wife—A mourntul tale, mixt with a few kind words, 
will fteal away your ſoul. The worla's too ſubtle for ſuch 
| $00 ra ad I been by, he ſhou'd have aſk'd your life 
 Jooner than thoſe jewels, 
Mr. Bev. He ſhou'd have had it then. [warmly] I live 
but to oblige him, She who can love, and is belov'd like 
me, will do as much. Men have done more for miſtieſ- 
ſcs,'and women for a biſe deluder. And ſhall a wite do 
leſs ? Your chidings hurt me, Charlotte. | 
Char.. And come too late; they might have ſav'd you 
elſe. How cou'd he uſe vou ſo? 
Mrs. Bev. Tas frieudſhip did it, His heatt was break 
ing for a friend. 
_ .. - Char. The friend that has betray'd him. 


Me. 
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Ng. Bev. Prithee douꝰt think ſo. 

Char. To- morrow he accounts with me. 

Mr:. Bev. And fairly—I will not doubt it. 

Char. Unleſs a friend has wanted ——[ have no pati- 
ence— Siſter ! filter! we are bound to curſe this friend. 

Mrs. Bev, My Beverley ſpeaks nobly of him. 

Char. And Lewſon truly—Bat I diſpleaſe you with 
this talk — To morrow will inftru& us, 


Mrs. Bev. Stay till it comes then -I wou'd not think 
ſo hardly. | 

Char. Nor I, but from conviction—Vet we have hope 
of better days. My uncle is infirm, and of an age that 
threatens hourly—Or if he lives, you never have of- 
fended him; and for diſtteſſes ſo unmerited he will bare 
pity. 
af Ber. I know it, and am cheareful. We have no 
more to loſe; and for want's gone, if it brings prudence 
home, the purchaſe was well made. 

Char. My Lewſon will be kind too. While he and I 
have liſe and means, you ſhall divide with us——Ard 
ſee, he's here ! 

Enter Lewſon. 
We were juſt ſpeaking of you. 

Lew. *Tis beſt to interrupt you then. Few characters 

will bear a ſcrutiny ; and where the bad outweighs the 
„ he's ſafeſt that's leaſt talk'd of. What ſay you, 
adam ? : [To Charlotte, 

Char. That I bate ſcandal, tho' a woman—therefore 
talk ſeldom of you. | "i ; 

Mrs. Bev. Or, with more truth, that, tho' a woman, 
ſhe loves to praiſe—Therefore talks always of you. I'I 
leave you you to decide it. „ 1 

Lew. How good and amiable ! I came to talk in pri- 
vate with you ; of matters that concern uu. | 

Char. What matters? 


Lev. Firſt anſwer me ſincerely io what I aſk. 
Char. Iwill But you alarm me. 


Lew. I am too grave, perhaps; but be aſſur'd of this, 
I have no news that troubles me, aad therefore ſhou'd not 


Char. I am eaſy then ſe your queſtion. | 
Leu. *Tis — © . fince with an 
open and kind heart you ſaid you lov'd me. OY 

Char. So tedious, did you ſay? | 

Lew. And when ia conſequence of ſuch ſweet words, 


D 3 I preſed | 
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I preſs'd for marriage; you gave a voluntary promiſe 


that you wou'd for me. 

Char. You think me chaug'd, they ! [ Angrily, 

Lew. I did not ſa: ſo. A thouſand times I have preſs'd 
for the performance of this promiſe : but private cares, a 
bro hei and a fifter's ruin, were reaſons for delaying it. 

' Char, I had no other reafons.— Where will this end? 

Lew. It ſhall end ptefenitly. | 

Char. G0 On, fir. 

Lew. A promiſe, ſuch as this, given freely, not extort- 
ed, the world thinks binding ; but I think otherwiſe. 

Char. And wou'd releaſe me from it? 

Len, You are toc impatient, madam. 

Char. Cool, ur — quite cool Pray go on. 

Lew. Time and a near acquaintance with my faults may 
have brought change —it it be ſo; or for a moment, if 
you have wiſh'd this promiſe were un made, here I acquit 
you of it—This is my queſtion then; and with ſuch 
plainneſs as I aſk it, I ſhall entreat an anſwer. Have you 
repented of this promiſe ? | 

Char. Stay, fir. The man that. can ſuſpect me ſhall 
find me chang'd—Why-am I doubted ? 

Lew. My doubts are of myſelf. I have my faults, and 
you have obſervation, If from my temper, my words or 
actions, you have conceiv'd a thought againſt me, or even 
a wiſh for ſeparation, all that has paſs is nothing. 

Char. Yau ſtartle me But tell me I muſt be anſwer'd 
firſt, Is it from honour you ſpeak this? Or do you wiſh 
me chang'd ? : 

Lew. , knows I do rot. Life and my Charlotte 
are ſo connected, that to loſe one, were loſs of both. Yet 
ſor a promiſe, tho? given in love, and meant for binding; 
if time, or accident, or reaſon ſhou'd change opinion 
with me that promiſe has no force. 

Char. Why, now I'll anſwer you. Your doubts are 
prophecies— L am really chang'd. 

Lew. Indeed ? 

Char, I cou'd torment you now, as you bave me: but 
it is not in my nature — That I am chang'd, I own : for 
what at firſt was inclination, is now grown reaſcn in me; 
and from that reaſon, had I the world ! nay, were I poorer 
than the eſt, and you to wanting bread, with but a 
hovel to invite me to—I wou*d be your's, and happy. 

Lew. My kindefl Charlotte! [Taking ber hand] thanks 
are too poor for this — and words too weak! but if we 
lore ſo, why ſhou'd our union be delay'd ? Cher, 
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Char. For happier times. The preſent are too wretc- 


ed 


Lew. I may have reaſons that preſs it now. 

Char. What reaſons ? 

Lew, The ſtrongeſt reaſons; unanſwerable ones. 
Char. Be quick and name em. 

Lew. No, madam ; I am bound in honour to make 


| conditions firſt— I am bound by inclination too. This 


ſweet profuſion of kind words pains while it pleaſes, I 
dread the loling yu! 

Char. Attoniſhment! what mean you! 1 
Leu. Firſt promiſe, that to-morrow, or the next day, 
you will be mine foi ver | | 

Char. I do—tho? miſery ſhou'd ſucceed, 

Lew. Thus then I ſeize you ! and with you every joy 
on this ſide Heaven! | — 

Char. Bud thus I ſeal my promiſe. [ Embracing bin.] 
Now, fir, your ſecret ? 

Lew. Your fortune's loſt, : 

Char. My fortune loſt ! I'll ſtudy to be humble then. 


But was wy promiſe claim'd for this? How nobly gene- 


rous ! where learnt you this ſad news? 

Lew, From Bates, Stukely's prime agent. I have ob- 
lig'd him, and he's grateful-—He told it me in friendſhip, 
to warn me from my Charlotte. 

Char. Ta as honeſt in him, and Til efteem him for't. 

Lew, He knows much more than be has told. | 

Cher. For me it is enough. And for your generous 
Love, I thank you from my ſoul. If you'd oblige me more, 
give me a little time. 

Lew. Why time? It robs us of our happineſs. | 

Char. I have a taſk to learn firſt, The little pride this 
fortune gave me muſt be ſubdu d. Ouce we where equal; 
and might have met obligiag and oblig'd. But now tis 
other wiſe; and for a life of obligations, I have not learnt 
to bear it. | 

Zery.. Mine is that life. You are too noble. 

Char. Leave me to biak on't. | 

Lew. To-morrow then you'll fix my happineſs ? 

Char. All that I can, I will. 

Leu. Ir muſt be ſo; we live but for each other. Keep 
what you know a ſecret ; and when we meet to-morrow, 
more may be known.—Farewel. [Ex 

Char. My poor, poor ſiſter ! how would this wound ber! 
but I'll conceal it, and ſpeak comfort to her. 800 7 5 
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SCENE changes to a room in the Gaming-huuſe, 
Enter Beverly and Siuke'y, 

Bev. Whither wou'd you lead me ? f Angrily. 

Stn, Where we may vent our curſes, 

Bev. Ay, on yourſelf, and thoſe damn'd counſels that 
have defiroy'd me. A thouſand fiends were in that boſom, 
and all let looſe to temp: nel had reſiſted elſe. 

Sta. Go on, fir — I have deſerv'd this from you. 

„ Bev. And curſes everlaſting Time is too ſcanty for 
CM —_ 
Stu. What have I done? 

Bev. What the arch-devil of old did——footh'd with 
falſe hopes, for certain ruin. 

Seu. Myſelf unhart; nay, pleas'd at your deſtruction 
o your words mean. Why; tell it to the world, I 
am tœo poor to find a friend in't. Pay 

Bev. A fnend! what's he? I had a friend. 

Stu. And have one flill, | 

Bev. Ay ; Til tell you of this friend. He found me 
happieſt of the happy. Fortune and honour crown'd me ; 
and love and peace Nv'd in my heart, One ſpark of folly 
lurk'd there; that too he found; and by decritful breath 
blew it to flames that have conſum'd me. This friend were 
you to me. 

Sen. A little more, perhaps The friend who gave his 
all to ſave you; and not ſucceeding, choſe ruin with you. 
Bur no matter, I have undone you, and am a-villaia. 

Bew No; I think not—The villains are within. 

Seu. What villains? | | 

Bev. Dawſon and the reſt—We have been dupes to 
ſharpers. 

Stu. How know you this? I have had doubts as well as 
you ; yet ſtill as fortune chang'd I bluſh'd at my own 
thoughts —But you have proofs, perhaps. 

B.. Ay* damn'd ones. Repeated loſſes Night after 
night, and no reverſe—Chance has no hand io this. 

Sta. I think more charitably ; yet I am peeviſh in my 
nature, aud apt to doubt The world ſpeaks fairly of this 
Dawſon, fo does it of the reſt. We have watch'd 'em 


cloſely too. Bat tis a right uſurp'd by loſers, to think the 


winners knaves— We'll have more manhood in us. 
Bev. 1 know not what to think. This night has ſtung 


me to the quick—Blaſted my reputation too——T have 


bound my honour to theſe vipers; play'd meanly upon 


credit, till I tir'd em; and now they ſhun me to rifle 
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one another. What's to be done? | 

Sta. Nothing, My counſels have been fatal. 

Bev. By Heaven I'll not ſurvive this ſhame—Traitor ! 
"tis you have brought it on me. [Taking hold on him.) 

 $Shew me the means to ſave me, or I'll commit a murder 
here, and next upon myſelf, 

Stu. Why do it then, and rid me of ingratitude. 

Bev. Prithee forgive this language—! ſpeak I know 
not what —Rage and deſpair are in my beart, and 
hurry me to madneſs. My hope is horror to me—[I'll 
not return to't. Speak quickly; tell me, if in this wreck 
C fortune, one h.pe remains ? Name it, and be my ora- 

E. 0 

Stu. To vent your curſes on ou have beſtow'd 
'em liberally. Take your own counſel : and ſhou'd a 
deſperate hope preſent irfelf, twill ſuit your deſperate 
fortune, I'll not adviſe you. | 

Bev. What hope ? by Heav'n I'll catch at it, however 


deſperate. I am ſo ſunk in miſery, it cannot lay me lower. 
Stu. You have an uncle. \ 


Bev. AY, ing” 6 bim ? FE 
Stu. Old men live lon temperance ; w there 
" heirs ſtarve with — ws. op | 
Bev. What mean you ? Fa 
Sta. That the reverſion of his eſtate is your's ; and will 
bring money to pay debits with-——Nay more, it may 
retrieve what's paſt, ? 
Bev. Or leave my child 8 beggar. | 
Stu. And what's his father ? A diſhonourable one : 
engag d for ſums he cannot pay That ſhou'd be 


thought of. | «5 a 
Bev. It is my ſname — The poiſon that enflames me. 
28 ſhall we go? To whom? I am impatient till all's 


Siu. All may be your's again—Your man is Bates — 


He has large funds at his command, and will deal juſlly 
by you. 


Beu. I am refolv'd—Tell 'em within we'll meet em 
preſently 3 and with full purſes, too C me, follow me. 
Stu, No. Til have no hand in this; nor do I coun- 


fel it-——Uſe your diſcretioa and act from that. You'll 
find me at my lodgings. 


Bev. Succeed what will, this night I'll dare the worſt. 
*Tis loſs of fear, to be compleatly curs'd. {Exit . Bev. 
Sn. Why, loſe it then for exer—PFear is * 

| | wor 
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worſt evil; and *tis a friendly office to drive it from the 
botom— Thus far has fortune crown'd me— Vet Bever- 
ley is rich ; rich in his wife's beſt treaſure, her honour 
and affections. I wou'd ſupplant him there too. But 
tis the curſe of thinking minds to raiſe up Cifficulties, 
Fools only conquer women. Fearleſs of dangers which 
they ſee not, they preſs on boldly, and by perſiſtiug, pioſ- 
per. Yet may a tale of art do much— Charlotte is — 
times abſent. The feeds of jealouſy are ſown already. 
Tf I miſtake not, they have taken root too, Now is the 
time to ripen em, and reap the harveſt. The ſofteſt of 
her'ſex, if wrong'd in love, or thinking that ſhe's wrong'd, 
becomes a tygreſs in revenge I'll inftantly to Bever. 
ley'**=——No matter for the danger—When beauty leads 
us on, 'tis indiſcretion to reflect, and cowardice to doubt. 


Exit. 
SCENE changes to Beverley's lodgings. C 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lucy. 
Mrs. Bev. Did Charlotte tell you any thing? 
No, madam. 
Mrs. Bev. She look'd confus'd, methonght'; faid ſhe 


. Had buſineſs with her Lewſon ; which, whenT prefs'd to 


know, tears only were het anſwer. 
Lu. She ſeem d in haſte, too Vet her return may bring 
M.. Bev. No, my kind girl; I was no btorn for't— 
But why do I diſtreſs thee ? Thy ſympathizing heart bleeds 
for the ills of others What pity that thy miſtreſs can't 
reward thee! but there's a power above, th-t ſees, and 
will remember all.—{ Luocting.] Hark I there's ſome one 
entering. : | 
La. Perhaps my maſter, madam. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Bev. Lui him be well too, and J am ſatisfy'd. 
LG to the door and liftens.) N.; "tis another's voice; 
dis had been muſic to me. Who is it, Lucy: 
Ne enter Lucy with Stulely. 
Lu. Mr. Stukely, madam. LExis. 
Stu. To met you thus alone, madam, was wov.. I 
wiſh'd. Unſcaſonable viſits, when friendſhip warrants 
dem, need no excuſe.—Therefore I make none. 
Ars. Bev. What mean you, fir ? And where's your 
friend ? 
Stu. Men may bave ſecrets, madam, which their beſt 
friends are not admitted to, We parted in the morning. 
not ſoon to meet again. 


” 


Mrs. 
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Mr:. Bev. You mean to leave us then? to leave your 


county, too ? I am n ſtranger to your reaſons, and pity; 


our raisfortunes. 

S'u. Your pity has undone you. Cou'd Beverley do 
this? That letter was a falſe one; a mean cortrivance to 
rob you of vour jewels —l wrote it not. 

Mrs. Peu. Imp ſſible! whence came it then? 

Stu. Wrong'd as J am, madam, I mult ſpeak plaigly— 

Mrs. Bev. Do fo, and e ſe mr. Your hints have troub- 
led me. Reports, you ſay, are flir ne Reports of 
whom ? You wiſh'd me not to credit * em. Whar, fir, are 
theſe reports ? 

Stu. I thought 'em ſlander, madam ; and caution'd you 
in f.iendſhip; left frum ofñcious tongue the tale had 
reach'd you with double aggravation. 

Mrs. Bev. Proceed, far. 

Stu, It is a debt due to my fame, due to an injur'd wife, 
too — We both are injur'd. 

Ars. Bey. How injur'd ? and who has in jus d us ? 

Stu. My friend your huſband. 

rs. Bev. You weu'd reſent for both then? But know, 
fir, my injuries are my on, and do not nced a champion, 

Se. Be not too haſty, madam. I come not ia reſent - 
ment, but for acquaintance—You thought me poor; and 

to the feign'd diltrefics of a friend gave up your jewels, 

Mrs. Bev. I gave em to a buſband. 

Stu. Who gave them to a— 

Mrs. Bev. What ? whom did he give em to? 

Stu. A miſtreſs. 

Mrs, Bev. No; cn my life he did not. 

Seu. Himſelf confeſs'd ir, with curſes on her ava, ice. 

Mrs. Bev. IL'Il not believe it—He has no miſtreſs—or 
if be his, why is it told to me ? 

Stu. To guard you againit infults. He told me, that 
to move you to a com liance, he forg*d that letter ; pre- 
tending I was ruin'd by him, oo. The fraud ſucceeded ; 


and what truſting wife beflow's in pity, was laviſh'd on 


a wanton, 

AM.. Bev. Then I am loſt, indeed; and my afflictions 
are too powerful for me— His follies I have borne with- 
out upbreidiag, and ſaw the app:vach of ».,verty without 
a tear—My affectious, my Gs affectious ſupported me 
through every tiial. 

Stu. Be patient, madam. 


Mrs. Bev. Patient! the barbarous, * man 


And 
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And does he think that the tenderneſs of my heart is his 
be | ſecurity for wounding it? But he ſhall find that inju- 
ries ſuch as theſe, can arm my weakneſs for vengeance 
and redr-fs. 

Stu. Ha! then I may ſucceed —= [ 4 /fides 
Redreſs is in your power. 

Mrs. B. v. What redreſs ? 

Stu, Forgive, me, madam, if in my zeal to ſerve you, 
I hazard your diſpleaſure—Think of your wretched ſtate. 
Already want ſurrounds you ? Is it in patience to bear 
that ? to ſee your helvleſs little one robb'd of his birth · 
right ? a ſiſter, too, with unavailing tears, lamenting her 
loſt fortune ? no comfort. left you, but ineffectual pity 
from the few, outweigh'd by inſults from the many ? 


Mrs Bev. Am I fo loſt a creature? Well, fir, my re- | 


dreſs ? ; 

+ Stu. To be refolv'd is to ſecure it. The marriage vow, 
once violated, is in the ſight of Heaven diſſolv'd Start 
not, but hear me ! tis now the ſuramer of your youth; 
time has not cropt the roſes from your cheek, tho? ſorrow 
long has waſh'd *em—Then uſe vour beauty wiſely ; and 


freed by injuries, fly from the erueleſt of men, for ſhelter 


with the kiadeſt. 

Mrs. Be. And who is he ? 

Ser, A friend to the unfortunate ; a bold one, too; who, 
while the ſtorm is buriting cn your brow, and lightning 
flaſhing from your. eyes, dares tell you that he loves you. 

Mrs. Bev. Wou'd that theſe eyes had Heaven's own 
lightning ! that with a look, thus I might blaſt thee ! Am 
I then failea ſo low ? Has poverty fo humbled me, that I 
ſhou d liſten to a helliſh offer, and ſell my foul for bread ? 
O »1!lain ! villain !— Bur now I know thee, aud thank thee 
for the knou ledge. LS. 

Stu. If you are wiſe, vou ſhall have cauſe to thank me. 

Mrs. Bw. An inur'd huſband, too, ſhall thank thee. 

Stu. Yet know, proud w- mar, I have a heart as fiubborn 
as your own ; a> haughty and imperious; and as it loves, 
ſo can it hate. | 

Mrs. B.. Mean, deſpicable villaia ! I fcorn thee and 
thy threats. Was it for this thas Beverley was falle ? 
that his too cre uluus wife ſhould in deſpair and ven- 
geance give up her honour to a wretch ? But be ſhall 
know it, and vengeance ſhall be his, 

Sta. Why ſend him for defience then, Tell him I love 
his wife ; but that a worthleſs huſband forbids our union. 


. * 
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I'll make a widow of you, and court you honourably. 
Mrs. Bew. O coward ! cowatd ! thy foul will ſhrink at 
him. Yet in the thoughts of what may happen, I feel a 


woman's fears. Kcep thy own ſecret, and begone. Who's 
there ? Enter Lucy. 
Your abſence, fir, will pleaſe me. ; 

Sta. TH not offend you madam. [ Exit Stu, with Lucy. 
Mrs. Bev. Why opens not the earth, to ſwallow ſuch 
a monſter ? be conſcience then his puniſher, till Heaven in 


mercy gives him penitence, or dooms him in its juſtice. 


| Re- enter Lucy. 
Come to my chamber, Lucy; 1 hare a tale to tell thee, 
ſhall make thee weep for thy poor miſtreſs, 
Yet Heaven the guiltleſs ſufferer regards, 
And when it moſt afflicts, it moſt rewards. [ Excunt. 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE Beverly's Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley, Charlotte, and Lewſon. 
Char. HE ſmooth-tongu'd hypocrite ! 

Lew. But we have found him, and will re. 
quite him — Be chearful, madam ? [ To Mrs. Bev. ] and for 
the inſults of this ruffian you ſhall have ample retribution, 

Mrs. Be. But not by violence - Remember you have 
ſworn it; I had been filent elſe. | 

| Lew, You need not doubt me; I ſhall be cool as pati- 
ence. | 

Mrs. Bev. See him to-morrow then, 

Lew. And why not new ? By Heaven the verieſt worm 
that crawls is made of braver ſpirit than this Stukely— 
Yet for my promiſe, [*ll deal gently with him—1I mean to 
watch his locks F:om thoſe, and from his anſwers to 
my charge, much may be learnt. Next I'll to Bates, and 
ſifr-him to the bottom. If I fail there, the gang is nume- 
rous, and for a bribe will each betray the other—Good 
night; I'll loſe no time. [Exit Lewſ/on. 

Mrs. Be. Theſe boiſterous ſpirits! how they wound 


me! but reaſoning is in vain. Come, Charlotte, we'll te 


dur uſual watch, The night grows late. 

Char. I am fearful of events; yet pleav'd To- 
morrow may relieve us. [ Going, 

Enter Jar vii. . 
Char. How now, good Jarvis? 
Jar. IT have heard ill news, madam. 
Mrs. Bev. What news f ſpeak quickly. 
Far. Mea ate not what they ſeem. I fear me Mr. 
3 Stukely 


— e 


38 THE GAMES TER. 


Stukely is diſhoneſt. : 
Char. We know it, Jarvis. But what's your news ? 
Far, That there's an action again my maſter, at his 

friend's ſuit. | 
Mrs. Bev. O viliaio ! villain ! *twas this he threaten'd 

then. Run to that den of robbers, Wilſon's —Your ma 

ter may be there. Entreat him home, good Jarvis. Say 1 

have buſineſs with him— But tell him not of Stukely It 

may provoke him to revenge Haſte l haſle ! good Jarvis, 
| | [ Exit Jarvis 
Char. This miniſter of hell! O I cou'd tear him piece- 
meal! — | 
Mrs. Bev. I am. ſick of ſuch a world — Yet Heaven 
is juſt ; and in its own good time, wi'l hurl duſtruction on 
ſuch moniters. - [ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to Stukely's lodgings. | 
Enter Stukely and Bates, meeting. 
Bat. Where have you been? 
Stu. Fooling my time away —— Playing my tricks, like 


a tame monkey, to entertain a woman —— No matter | 


where I have been vext and d:ſappointed. Tell me 
of Beverley How bore he his laſt ſhock ? 

Bat. Like one (ſo Dawſon ſays) whoſe ſenſes had been 
numb'd with miſery. When all was loſt, he fixt his eyes 
upon the ground and ſtood ſome time, with folded arms, 
ſtupid and motionleſs, The ſnaiching his ſword that 
hung againſt the wainſcot, he far him down; and with 


a look of fixt atten ion, drew figures on the floor At 


laſt be ſtarted up, look'd wild, and trembled ; and like 


' a woman, ſeized with ber ſex's fits, laugh'd out aloud, | 


while the tears tiickled down his face —ſo left the room. 
St. Why, this was madneſs, | 
Bat. The madneſs of deſpair. 


Stu. We mult confine him then. A priſon wou'd do 


well [4 tnccii2g at 1h: door] Haik! that knocking may 
be hu. Go that way down; [Exit Bates.] Who's 
ehare ? ''- Eater Leauſon. | 

Lero. An enemy—an open and avow'd cne. 

Stu. Why am I thus broke in u on? This houſe is 
mine, fir; and ſhou'd preteft me from inſult and iliman- 
nere. | 
Lev. Guilt has no place of ſanctuary; wherever 
f. und, 'tis virtue's lawful game. The fox's hold, and 
ty ger's den are no ſecurity agaioft the hunter. 

Sta. Your buſineſs, fir ? 


Lew- 


cv. O44 a £4 2ﬀa© Ot cwwwmoas 


=” a3 a tt +: o ws a Lc 


— 


e Fo! 


i + ,4 


| 
| 
} 
; 
* 


* 


THE GAMESTER. 9 


Lew. To tell you that I know you—why this corfu- 
fion ? That look of guilt and terror ?—1s Beverley awake? 
Or has his wife told tales? The man that dares like you, 
ſhou'd have a ſoul to juflify his deeds, and courage to con- 
front accuſers. Not with a coward's fear to ſhrink beneath 
zeproof, | 

oO Who waits there? [| Aloud, and in confuſion, 
© Lew. By Heaven he dies that interrupts us. { Shatting 
the door.] You ſhou'd have weigh'd you ſtrength, fir; 
and then, inſtead of climbing to high fortune, the world 
had mark'd you for what you ate, a little paltry villain, 
Su. You thiak I fear you. | 

Lew. I know you fear me. This is to prove it, 
[Pulls him by the ſleeve.) You wanted privacy ! A la- 
dy's preſence took op you attention! Now we ate alone, 
fir. Why, what a wretch ! [ fings him from him.) The 
vileſt inſet in creation will turn when trampled on; 
yet has this thing undone a man, by cunning and mean 
arts undane him. Bot we have found you, fir; trac'd 
you thro? all your labyrinths. If you wow'd ſave your- 
ſelf, fall to con ſeſſion. No mercy will be ſh-wa elſe. 

Sta. Firſt prove me what you think me Till then 
your threatnings are io vain—and for this jaſult, ven- 
geance may yet be mine. | 

Lew. Infamous coward ! why take it now then 
[drows, and Stukely retires.) Alas ! I pity rhee—Yet that 
a wretch like this ſhouꝰd overcome a Beverley! it fiils me 
with aſtoniſhment l- A wretch, ſo mean of foul, that even 
deſperation cannot animate him to look * an enemy. 
Lou ſhou'd not thus have ſoar'd, fir, unleſs, like others 
of your black profeſſion, you had a ſwurd to keep fools in 
awe your villainy has ruined, ; 

Stu. Villainy ! Twere beſt to curb this licence of your 
tongue ; for know, fir, while there are laws, this outrage 


on my 1 will not be borve with. 


Lew. Laws! dar'ſt thou feek ſhelter from the laws ? 
Thoſe laws, which thou and thy infernal crew live in the 
conſtant violation of? Talk' ſt thou of reputation, roo ? 
when under friendſhip's ſacred name, thou haſt betray'd, 


robbꝰ d, and defiroy'd ? 


St. Ay, rail at gaming; *tis a rich topic, and affords 
noble declamation Go, preach againſt it in the ciry : 
You'll find a congregation in every tavern, If they ſhould 
lavgh at you, fly to my lord, and ſermonize it there. 
He'll thank you and reform. | | 


E 2 Lv. 
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Lew, And will example ſanctify a vice ? No, wretch ; | 


the cuſtom of my lord, of the cit that apes him, cannot l 
excuſe a breach of law, or make the Gameſter's calling | 
reputable. 


Stu. Rail on, I ſay—Buot is this zeal for beggar'd Be- 
verley? Is it for him that I am treated thus? No! he | 
and his wife might both have groan'd in priſon, had but 
the ſiſtet's fortune eſ-ap'd the wreck, to have rewarded 
the diſintereſted love of honeſt Mr. Lewſon. 

Lew. How I deteſt thee for the thought! but thgu 
art loſt to every human feeling. Yet let me tell thee, 
and may it wring thy heart! thattho* my friend 1s ruin'd 
by thy ſnares, thou haſt unknowingly been kind to me. 

Seu. Have I? It was indeed unknowingly. 

- Lew. The haſt aflilted me in love; given me the me- 
rit that I wanted; fince but for thee, my Charlotte had 
not know *twas her dear ſelf Ifigh'd for, and got her fortune. 

Su. Thank me, and take her then. | 

Lew, And as a brother to poor Beverley, I will purſue 
the robber that has ſtript him, and ſnatch him from his | 

ripe, : | | 3 
5 Su. Then know, imprudent man, he is within my 
gripe ; and ſhou'd my friendſhip for him be flander'd once 
again, the hand that has ſupply'd him, ſhall fall and 
cruſh him. | | 

Lew. Why, now there's a ſpirit in thee ! this is ia- 
deed to be a villain! but I ſhall reach thee yet———Fly 
where thou wil“, my vengeace ſhall purſue thee — And 
Beverley ſhall yet be ſav o, be ſav'd from thee, thou mon- 
ſter ; nor owe his reſcue to his wife's diſhonour. - [ Exit, 

Stu, [pauſing] Then ruin has enclos'd me. Cutie on 
my coward heart ! ] wou'd be bravcly villaig dus; but 
tis my nature to ſhrink at danger, and he has found me. 
Yet fear brings caution, and that ſecurity — more miſchicf 
muſt be done to hide the paſt—look to yourſelf officious 
Lew ſon there may be danger ſftirring— How noz-, 
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Bates ? Enter Bates. 6 
Bat. What is the matter ? *I'was Lew ſon and not Be- 

verley that leſt you -I heard him loud — You ſeem | | 

alarm'd too, 2 
Seu. Ay, and with reaſon— ve are diſcover'd. 


Bat. I fear'd as much, and therefore caution'd you — 
but you, were peremptory. | | | 
Siu. Thus fools talk ever; ſpending their idle bre.ih | 


on what is paſt, and trembling at the tuture, We * it 
* | | * 
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he ative. Beverley, at worſt, is but ſaufpicious ; but Lew- 
ſon's genius, and bis hate to me will lay all open, 
Means muſt be found to op him. 

Bat, What means ? 

Stu. Diſpatch him nay, ſtart not deſperate occaſions 
calls for deſp-rate deeds — we live but by his death. 

Bat. You cannot mean it? | 
. S$tu. 1 do, by Heaven. 

Bat. Good night, then. [ Going. 
Seu. Stay. I muſt be heard, then anſwer'd. Perhaps the 
motion was too ſudden ; and human weakneſs ſtarts at 
murder, tho” ſtrong neceſſity compels it. I have thought 
Ing of this; and my firſt feelings were like your's ; a 
fooliſh conſcience aw'd me, which ſoon I conquer'd. The 
man that wou'd undo me, nature cries out, undo. Brutes 
know their foes by inſtinct ; and where ſuperior force is 
— they uſe it for deſti udtion. Shall man do leſs? 
ew ſon purſues us to our ruin; and ſhall we, with the 
means to cruſh him, fly from our hunter, or turn and tear 
him? *Tis folly even to hefitate. 

Bat. He has oblig'd me, and I dare not. 8 

Seu. Why, live to ſhame then, to beggary and puniſh- 
ment. You won'd be privy to the deed, yet want the 
Dull to act it. Nay more; had my deſigns been levell'd 
at his fortune, you had flept in the foremoſt And 
what is life without its comforts ? Thoſe you wou'd rob 
him of ; and by the lingring death, add cruelty to mur- 
der. Henceforth adieu to half-made villaias—there's 
danger in em. What you have got is your's; keep it, 
and hide with it—I'll deal my future bounty to thoſe that 
merit it. a * 

Bat. What's the reward ? : 
Ale Equal diviſion of our gains. I ſwear it, and will - 

ju * 

Bat. Think of the means then. 

Stu, He's gone to Beverley's—wait for him in the 
ſtreet— Tis 2 dark night, and fit for miſchief. A dag- 
ger would be uſeful. | 

Bat, He ſleepy no more. 4 

Stu. Conſider the reward ! when the decd's done, 1 
have farther buſineſs with you. Send Dawſon to me. 
Bat. Think it already done—and ſo farewel. [ Ext. 

Stu. Why, 'farewel Lewſon then; and fare wel to my 
fears this night ſecures me. P11 wait the event 2 

; | 1 ' [ It. 
E 3 SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the fireet. Stage duden d. 


Enter Beverl | 

Bev. How like an out-caſt do I wrnder ; loaded with 
every curſe, that drives the ſoul to deſperation— The 
midnight robber, as he walks his rounds, ſees by the 
glimmering lamp my frantic looks, and dreads to meet 
me. ] Whither am I going? My home lies there; all 
that is dear on earth it holds too; yet are the gates of 
death more welcome to me—T'l1 enter it no more Who 

ſſes there ? "Tis Lewſon —— He meet me in a gloom 

our; and memory tells me he has been meddling wit 
my fame. Enter Lecuſen. 
2 Beverley! Well met. I have been buſy in your 
rs. | 

Bev. So I have heard, fir; and now muſt thank you as 
I ought. 

Lew. To-morrow I may deſerve your thanks. Late 
as it is, I go to Bates, Diſcoveries are making that an 
arch villain trembles at. | 

Bev. Diſcoveries are made, fir, that you ſhall tremble 
at. Where is this boaſled ſpirit ? this high demeanour, 
that was to call me to account? You ſay I have wrong'd 
my ſifter—Now ſay as much. But firſt be ready for de- 
fence, as I am for reſentment. Draws. 

Lew. What mean you? I underſtand you not. 
Bev. The coward's ſtale acquittzince. Who, when he 
ſpreads foul calumny abroad, and dreads juſt vengeance 
On *. cries out, What mean you ? I underſtand you 
mot: 

Lew. Coward and calumny ! Whence'are thoſe words ? 
But I forgive and pity you. y 

Bev. Your pity had been kinder to my fame. But 
you have traduc'd it; told a vile ſtory to the public ear, 
that I have wrong'd my ſiſter. 

Lew. Tis falk. Shew me the man that dares accuſe 
me. | 

Bev. I thought you brave, and of a ſoul ſuperior to 
low malice ; but I have found you, and will have ven- 
geance. This is no place for argument. 

Lew. Nor ſhall it be for violence. Imprudent man! 
who in revenge for fancy'd injuries, wou'd pierce the heart 
that loves him. But honeſt friendſhip acts from itſelf, 
unmov'd by ſlander or ingratitude. You know me not. 

Bev. Yes ; for the ſlanderer of my fame, Who un- 
der ſhew of friendſhip, arraigns me of injuſtice, Buzing 
in every car foul breach of truſt, and family diſhonour. 
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Lw. Have I done this ? Who told you fo? 

Bev. The world——'Tis talk'd of every where. It 
pleas'd you to add threats, too. You were to call me to 
f#ccount—— Why, do it now then : I ſhall be proud of 
ſuch an arbiter, 

Lew, Put up your (word, and know me better. I ne- 
ver injur'd you. The baſe ſuggeſtion comes from Stuke- 
ly ; I fee him and his aims. 

Bey, What aims; I'll conceal it; 'twas Stukely that 
accus'd you. 

Lew. To rid him of an enemy—Perhaps of two—— 
He fears diſcovery, and frames a tale of falſehood, to 
ground revenge and murder on. 

Bev. I mult have proof of this. 

Lew, Wait till to-morrow they. 

Bew. IT will. 

Lew. Good night—lI go to ſerve you—Forget what's 
paſt as I do; and chear your family with ſmiles, To- 
morrow may confirm em, and make all happy, [ Exe. 

Bev. ¶ Pau/ing.] How vile, and how abſurd is man! 
His boaſted honour is but another name for pride: which 
eaſier bears the conſciouſneſs of guilt, than the world's 
juſt reproofs. But *tis the faſhion of the times; and ia 
defence of falſchood and falſe honour, men die martyrs. 
1 knew not that my nature was ſo bad. [Sands mafing. 

Enter Bates and Jari. 

- This way the noiſe was—and yonder's my pocr 
matter. | 
Bat. I heard him at high words with Lewſon. The 
cauſe I know not. 

Far. I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. 

Bat. Go to him, and lead him home — But he comes 
this way—T'll not be ſeen by him. [ Exit Bates. 

Bev. [ Starting. ] What feilow's that? [ Seeing bebo, 
Art thou a murderer, friend ?. Come, lead the way ; 
have a hand as miſchievous as thine ; a heart as deſpe- 
_ too— Jarvis !/—To bed, old man, the cold will chill 
thee. 

Far. Why are you wandering at this late hour? 
Your ſword drawn too For Heav'a ſake ſheath it, fir, 
—'he fight diſtracts me. | 

Bev. Whoſe voice was that? LVilah. 

Far. Twas mine, fir. Let me intreat you to give the 
ſword to me. | 

Bev. Ah, take it— quickly take it——Perhbaps I am * 

| 0 
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ſo curs'd, but Heav'n may have ſent thee at this moment 
ſo ſnatch me from perdition. | 

Far. Then I am bleſs'd. 7 
Bew. Continue fo, and leave me, my ſorrows are con- 
tagious. No one is bleſt that's near me. 

Jar. I came to ſeck you, fir. 

- Bev. And now thou haſt found me, leave me—My 
thoughts are wild and will not be diſturb'd. 

ar. Such thoughts are beſt diſturb'd. 

ev. I tell thee that they will not. Who ſent thee 
hither ? @ | 

Jar. My weeping miſtreſs. 

Bev. Am I ſo meek a huſband then? that a command- 
ing wife preſcribes my hours, and ſends to chide me for 
my abſence?—— Tell her, I'll not return. 

Jar. Thoſe words wou'd kill her. 

Bev. Kill her! Wou'd they nut be kind then ? But 
ſhe ſhall live to curſe me—I have deſerv'd it ot her. 
Does ſhe not hate me, Jarvis? Ma 1 
Far. Alas, fir! forget your griefs, and let me lead you 
to her. The ſtreets are — 

Bev. Be wiſe, and leave me then. The night's black 
horrors are ſuited to my thoughts — Theſe ſtones ſhall 
be my reſting-place. [Lies dun] Here ſhall my foul 
brood o'er its miſeries ; till with the fiends of hell, and 
guilty of the earth, I ſtart and tremble at the morning's 

igat. 
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Far. For pity's ſ:ke, fir Upon my knees I beg you 
to quit this place, and theſe ſad thoughts. Let panence, 
not deſpair poſſeſs you Riſe, I beſeech u 
There's not a moment of your - abſence, that my poor 
miltreſs does not groan for. 

Bev. Have I undone her, and is ſhe till fo kind? 
[Starting up] It is too much——My brain can't hold it — 
O gud how deſperate is that wretch's tate, which 
only death or madneſs can relieve ! 
| 2 Appeaſe his mind, good Heaven ! and give him 
reſignation! Alas, fir, cou'd beings in the other world 
perceive the events of this, how wou'd your parents bleſ- 
ied ſpirits grieve for you, even in Heaven - Let me con- 
jure you by their honour'd memories, by the ſweet inno- 
cence of your yet helpleſs child, and by the ceaſeleſs ſor- 
rows of my poor miſtreſs, ta rouze your manhood, and 
ſiruggle with theſe griefs. * 
Bev. Thou virtuous, goo old man ! thy tears 2 
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thy intreaties have reach'd my heart, through all its miſe- 
ries. | 

Far. Be but refign'd, fir, and happineſs may yet be 
yours-— Hark ! I hear voices— Come this way; we may 
reach home unnotic'd. 

Bev. Un-notic'd did'ſt thou fay ? Alas !I dread no looks 
but of thoſe wretches I have made at home. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to Stukely's. Enter Stukely a. Dawſon, 

Stu. Come hither, Dawſon. My limbs are on the 
rack, and my ſoul ſhivers in me, till this night's buſineſs 
be complete. Tell me thy thoughts: Is Bates deter- 
min'd, or does he waver ? 

Daw. At firſt he ſeemed irrefolute ; wiſh'd the em- 
ployment had been mine; and mutter'd curſes on bis 
coward hand, that trembled on the deed. 

Sen. And did he leave you ſo ? 

Dao. No. We walk'd together; and ſhelter'd by 
the darkneſs, faw Beverley and Lewſon in warm de» 
bate. But ſoon they cool'd; and then I left em to 
4 hither ; but not *rill *twas reſolv'd Lewſon ſhou'd 


Si. Thy words have given me life—That quarrel too, 
was fortunate; for if my hopes deceive me not, it pro- 


miles a grave to Beverley. | 
1 You miſconceive me. Les ſon and he were 
lends... | 


Su. Bur my prolific brain ſhall make em enemies. 
If Lewſon falls, be falls by Beverley. Ao upright 
Jury mall deerce it. Aſk me no queſtion, but do ag 
I dire. This writ [T akes, out @ foctet- boat] for ſome 
days paſt, I have treaſured here, till a convenient 
time call'd for its uſe. That time is come. Take it, 
and give. it to an officer, It muſt be ſerv'd this in- 
Uant. | [Giver @ paper. 

Dau. On Beverley?  _. 3 

Stu. Look at it. Tis for the ſums that 1 have lent him. 


— 


Daw. Muſt he to priſon then ? | ; 
Stu. I aſk*'d obedience ; not replies. This night a 
Jail muſt be his lodging. *Tis probable he's not gone 
home vet. Wait at his door, and fee it executed. 
Daw. Upon a beggar? He has no means of pay- 
ment, : 
Stu. Dull and inſenſible! If Lewſon dies, who was 
it kill'd him? Why, be that was ſeen quarrelling with 
him; and I that knew of Beverley's intents, * 
im 
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him in friendſhip A little late, perhaps; but "twas a 


virtuous act, aad men will thank me for it. Now, fir, you 
underſtand me ? 


Daw. Moſt perfectly —— And will about it. 


Feu. Haſte then; and when tis done, come back and 
tell me. 


Daw, Till then farewel. [ Exit. 
Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife ! And Lewſon, if 
again thou can'ſt inſult me. | 
Not avarice now, but vengeance fires my breaſt, 
And one ſhort hour muſt make me curſt or bleſt. Exit. 


ACT V. Scene continues. Enter Stukely, Bates, and Dawſon. 
Bates. R Lewſon . But I told you enough laſt 
6 night—The thought of him is horrible to me. 

S's. Lu the ſtreet, did you ſay? And no one near him. 

Bat. By bis own door ? he was leading me to his houſe. 
I pretended buſineſs with him, and ſtabb'd him to the 
heart, while he was reaching at the bell. 

Stu. And did he fall fo ſuddenly ? 

Bat. The repetition pleaſes you, I ſee, I told you, he 
fell without a groan. | 

Stu. What heard you of him this morning ? 

Bat. That the watch fourd him in there rounds, and 
alarm'd the ſervants. I mingled with the croudjuſt now, 
and ſaw him dead in bis own houfe, —The ſight terrify'd 
me 


us— We have no living enemy to fear —unleſs 'tis Bever- 
ley ; and him we have lodg'd ſafe in priſon. 

Bat. Muſt he be murdez'd too? 

Sta. No; I have a ſcheme to make the law bis murder- 
er—At what hour did Lewſon fall? 

Bat. The clock ſtruck twelve as I turn'd to leave him. 
*Twas a mcl»ncholy bell, I thought tolling for bis death. 

Stu. The time was lucky for us —Beverley was arreſted 
at one, you ſay ? | = [To Daw/or. 

Daw. Exactly. 

Stu. Good. Well talk of this preſently — The women 
were with him, I think ? | 

Daw. And old Jarvis. I wou'd have told you of em 
laſt night, but your thoughts were too buſy, is well 
you have a heart of flone, the tale wou'd melt it elſe. 

Sta. Out with it then. 

Daw. I trac'd him to bis lodgings ; and pretending 


Puy 


Sin. Away with terrore, till his ghoſt riſe and accuſe 
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pify for his misfortunes, kept the door open, while the 
officers ſeiz'd him. Twas a damn'd deed but no mat- 
ter —l follow'd my inſtructions. 

Seu. And what ſaid he? 

Daw. He upbraided me with treachery ; call'd you a 
villain ; acknowledged the ſums you had lent him, and 
ſabmitted to his fortude. 

Stu. And the women —— 

Daw. For a few minutes aſtoniſhment kept 'em filent 
—— They look'd wildly at one another, while the tears 

ſtream'd down their cheeks, But rage and fury ſoon 
gave 'em words; and then, in the very bitterneſs of diſ- 


pair, they curs'd me and the monſter that had employ'd 
me. 


Stu. And you bore it with philoſophy ? 

Daw. Till the ſcene chang'd, and then I melted, I 
ordet'd the officers to take away their priſoner. The wo- 
men {h:iek'd, and wou'd have followed him: but we for- 
bade em. Twas then they fell upon their knees, the 
wife fainting, the lifter raving, and both with all the 
eloquence of miſery endeavorring to ſoften as. I never 
felt compaſſion till that moment; and had the officers 
been mov'd like me, we had left the buſineſs undone, and 
fl:d with curſes on ourſelves. But their hearts were ſteel'd 
by cuſtom The tears of beauty and the pangs of affec- 
tion were beneath their pity. They tore him from their 
arms aud lodg'd him in priſon, with only Jarvis to com- 
| fort him. | | 

Stu. There let bim he, till we have farther buſineſs 
with him. But how to proceed will require time 
and thought Come fo wich me; the room 
within is fited for privacy But no compaſſion, ſir—{To 
Daw/on] We want |: ifare for't——Tois way. [ Exeant. 

SCENE changes to Bewerley's lodgings. | 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. Bev. No news of Lewſon yet? 

Char. None. He went out early, and knows not what | 
has happen'd. [Cock frites eight. 

Mrs. Bey. The clock ftrikes eight Fil wait no 
longer. 


Char. Stay but *till Jarvis comes. He has ſent twice 
to ſtop us till we ſee him. 


Mr. Bev. I have no life in this ſeparation———O ! what 
a night was left nizbt! I wou'd not paſs another ſuch to 


purchaſe worlds by it——-My poor Beverly too! What 
| muſt 
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muſt he have felt ! the very thought diſtracts me Io 
have him torn at midnight from .me !-—A loathſome 
priſon his habitation ! a cold damp room his lodging ! 
the bleak winds perhaps blowing upon his pillow ! no 
fond wife to lull him to his reſt? and no refl ctions but to 
wound znd tear him !l—— "Tis too borrible—l wanted 
love for him, or they had not forc'd bim from me. They 
ſhou'd have parted ſoul and body firſt -I was too tame. 

Char. You muſt not talk ſo. All that we cou'd we did; 
and Jarvis did the rel— Ihe faithful creature. will give 
him comfort, Why dees be delay coming | 

Mrs. Bev. And there's another fear. His poor mal. 
ter may be claiming the laſt kind office from him —— His 
heart perhaps is breaking. 

Char. See where he coraes— His looks are chearful too. 

| Enter Farwis. 

Mrs. Bev. Are tears then chearſul ? alas, he weeps ! 
Speak to him, Charlotte — l have no tovgue to aſk him 
queſtions. 

Char. How des you maſter, Jarvis! 

Far. lam old and fooliſh, madam ; and tears will come 
be fore my word: But don't you weep ; [ To Mrs. Bew.] 
I have a tale of joy for you. 

Mrs. Bev. \\ bat tale ft—— Say but he's well, and 1 
have joy enough. 

Far, His mind too fhall be well ——21! ſhall be well 
——[ have news for him that ſhall make bis p>or heart 
bound-again— Fie upon old age How chi'diſh 
it makes me! I have a tale of joy for you, and my tears 
drown it. 

L "2 Shed 'em in ſhowers then, aud make haſte to 
ell ir. 

Mrs. Bew. What is it, Jarvis? 

Jar. Yet why ſhou'd I rejoice when a good man dies! 
Your uacle, madam, dy'd yeſterday. 

. Mrs, Bev. My uncle Heavens! 

Char. How teard yiu cf his death? 

Jar. His fleward came expreſs, madam— I met him in 
the fircet, enquiiing for your loogings—T ſhould not re- 
Joice perbap:—but he was old, and my poor matter a 
priſonci Now h ſh4il itve again— 0 tis a brave fore 
tune! and "was death to me to ſee him a priſoner, 

Char. Where leſt you the ſteward ? 

Far. I wou'd not bring bim hither, to be a witneſs of 
your diſtreſſes; and beſides, I wanted once before I die, 

to 
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to be the meſſenger of joy t'you. My good maſter will 
be a man again. | 

Mrs. Bev. Haſte, haſte then; and let us fly to him! 
Me are delaying our own happineſs. | 

Far. I had forgot a coach, madam, and Lucy has or- 
der'd one. 

Mrs. Bev. Where was the need of that? the news has 
given me wings. 

Char. I have no joy, 'till my poar brother ſhares it 
- with me. How did he paſs the night, Jarvis ? 

Jar. Why now, madam, I can tell you. Like a man 
dreaming of death and horrors. When they led him to 
his cell —f-r *rwas a poor apartment for my maſter —— 
he flung bimſelf upon a wretched bed, and lay ſpeech- 
| leſs *till day-break. A figh now and then, and a few 
tears that ſollow'd thoſe ſighs, were all that told me 
hewas alive. I ſpoke to him, but he wov'd not hear 
me; and when I perfilted, he rais'd his hand at me, 
and knit his brow ſo— I thought he wou'd have firuck 
me. 


Mrs. Bev. O miſerable ! But what ſaid he, Jarvis? 
or was he ſilent all night? 

Far. At day-break he ſlarted from the bed, and look- 
ing wildly at me, aſk' d who I was. I told him, and bid 
him be of comfort—Bepgone, old wretch, ſeys bhe—1 
have ſworn never to know com fort- My wife! my 


4 child ! my ſiſter ! I have undone 'em all, and will know 


no comfort—Then falling upon his knees, he imprecat- 
ed curſes upon himſelf. 


Mrs. Bev. This is too horrible - But you did not 
leave him (ov ? 


Char. No, I am ſure he did not. 

Jar. I had not the heart, madam. By degrees I 
brought him to himſelf. A ſhower of tears came to 
his relief; and then he call'd me the kindeſt friend, 
and bepp'd forgiveneſs of me like a child was a child 
too, when he begg'd forgiveneſs of me. My heart 
throbb'd ſo, I cou'd not ſpeak to him, He turned from 


me for a minute or two, and ſupprefiing a few-bitier ſighs, 
enquir'd after his wretched family. | 


N Mrs. Bev. What a tale is this ?—Bat we have tid too 
Ong. | 


Jar. We'll away this moment. 
Mrs. Bev. To comfort him or die with him. [ Exeurts 
SCENE changes to a priſen. Beverley is diſcever'd fit- 
; | F ting. 
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ting · After a ſhort pauſe, he flarts up, and comes forward. 
c. Why, there's an end then. I have judg'd de- 
liberately, and the reſult is death. How the ſelf-mur- 
derer's account may ſtand, I know not. But this I know 
Ahe load of hateful life oppteſſes me too much— The 
horrors of my foul are more than I can bear—[ 9fers to 
kneel] Father of mercy !—l cannot pray —Deſpau has 
laid his ron hand upon me, and ſeal'd me for perdition— 
Covnſcience! conſcience l thy clamours are too loud 
Here's that ſhall filence thee. [Takes a wial out of is poc- 
het, and looks at it] Thou art moſt friendly to the miſer- 
able. Come then, thou cordial for fick minds— Come 
to my heart. [Driaks) O, that the grave would bury me- 
mory as well as body ! for if the ſoul ſees and feels the 
ſufferings of thoſe dear ones it leaves behind, the ever- 
laſting has no vengeance to torment it deeper— I'll think 
no more on't—Refleftion comes too late — Once there 
was a time for't - but now tis paſt.— Who's there? 
Enter Jarvis. . ha" nf 
Jar. One that hop'd to ſee you with better looks 
Why d'you- turn ſo from me? I have brought comfort 
with me. And ſee who comes to give it welcome, | 
B.. My wife and filter! Why, tis but one pang 
more, and then farewel world. [ Aide. 
Euter Mrs. Beverley and Chas lotte. f 
Mrs. Bev. Where is be? | Runs and cmbraces him.] O 
J have him ! I have him! and now they ſhall never part 
us more——T have news, love, to make you happy for 
ever Alas ! he hears us not—Speak to me, love. 
I have no heart to fee you thus. 
Bev. This is a fad place. | 
Mrs. Bey, We came to take you from it, To tell you 
the world goes well again. That Providence has ſeen our 
ſorrows, and ſent the means to help em Your uncle 
died yeſterday. 5 
Bev. My uncle! —No, do not ſay ſfo—O ! I am ſick at 
heart ! | 
Mrs, Bew. Indeed !-—T meant to bring you comfort, 
Bev, Tell me he lives then If ycu would briog me 
comfort, tell me he lives. : 
Mrs. Bev. And if I did——1 have no power to raiſe 
the dead He died yefferday. | 
Bev. Aud F 2 heir to him? | 
Jar. To his whole eſtate, ſu . But bear it patiently— 
pray, bear it patiently. | 
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Bev, Well, well Paufing.] Why fame ſays I am rich 
then ? [ wildly ? 

Mrs. Bev. And truly fow==--—VWhy do you look fo 

Bev. Do I? The news was unexpected. But has he 
left me all ? 

Jar. All, all, fir—— He could not leave it from you, 

Bev. I am forry for it. 

Mrs. B.. Why are you difturb'd ſo ? 

Bev. Has death no terrons ig it? 

Mrs. Bev. Not an old man's deah., Yet if it troubles 
you, 1 wiſh him living. 

B. v. And I, with all my heart. For I have a tale 
to tell, ſhall turn you into tone ; or if the power of ſpeech 
1emain, you ſhall kneel down znd curſe me. | 

Mrs. f Jo! Alas! What tale is this? And wby are we 
to curſe you— I'll bleſs you for ever. 

Bev. No; I have deſerv'd no bleſſings. The world 
hold not ſuch another wretch. All this large fortune, 
this ſecond bounty of Heaven, that might have heal'd 
our ſorrows, and fatisfy'd our utmoſt hopes, in a curs'd 
hour I ſold laſt night. 

Char. Sold ! how ſold ! 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible !—It cannot be 

Bev. That devil Stukely, with all hell to aid him, 
tempted meto the deed. To pay falſe debts of bonour, 
and to redeem paſt errors, I ſold the reveriion—Sold it 
for a ſcanty ſum, and loſt it ameng villains. 

Char. Why, farewel all then. 

Bev. Liberty and life Come kneel ard curſe me. 

Mrs. Bev. 'Then hear me, Heaven! [Ace] Look 
down with mercy on his ſoirows ! give ſoſtueſs to his 
looks, and quiet to his beart! take from his memory 
the ſenſe of what is paſt, and cure him of deſpair! On 
mel on me! if miſery mutt be the lot of either, mul- 
tiply misfortunes !. ll bear em patiently, ſo he is bap- 
Py ! theſe hands ſhall toil for his ſupport! theſe 
eyes be lifted up for hourly bleſſings on him! and eve- 
ry duty of a fond and faithful wife be doubly done to 
chear and comfort him !-——So hear me ! fo reward 

me | [ Rijes. 
Bev. I would kneel too, but that offended Heaven 
wou'd turn my .prayers into curſes, The irrevocab:e 
deed is done. | | 

Mrs. Bev. What deed ? 

Bev. A deed of horror. 
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Far, Aſk him no queſtions, madam—This laſt mis« 
fortune has hurt his brain, A little time will give him 
patience. Kater Stukely. 

Bew. Why is this villain here ? 

Seu. To give you liberty and faſety. There, ma- 
dam's, his diſcharge. [Gui a paper to Mri. Beverley] 
Let him fly this moment. The arreſt laſt night was 
meant in friendſhip ; but came too late. 

CLar. What mean you, fir ? 

Seu. The arreſt was too late, I ſay ; I wou 4 have kept 
his hands from blood, but was too late. 

Met. Beu. His bende from blood! — Whoſe blood ? 
— O wretch ! wretch ! 

Siu. From Lewſon's blood. 

Char. No, viiliin ! yet what of Lewſon ? _ 
quickly. 

Ste. You are ignorant then! I thought I heard the 
8 at con fe ſſion. | 

Char. What murderer — And who: 3s. murder'd ? 
not Lewſon ?-—ſay he lives, and Dll kneel and worſhip 

ou. 
. Hu. In pity, foI wou'd ; but that the toogues of all 
ery murder. I came in pity, not ia malice ;-to ſave the 
brother, not kill the ſiſter, Your nn dead. 

Char. O borible ! 

Bew. Silence, I charge — fir. 

Stu. No, Juſtice may tiop the tale———and here's an 

vidence. Enter 

Bates. The news, I fee, has reach'd you. But take 
comfort, madam. [Ie Char.] There's one without en- 
quiring for you Go to him, and loſe no time. 

Char. O miſery ! miſery ! Exit. 

Mrs. Bev. Follow her, Jarvis. If it be true that 
Lewfon's dead, ber grief may kill her. 

Bates. Jarvis muſt ſtay here, madam. 1 have ſome 
queſtions for him. 

Stu. Rather let him fly, His evidence may cruſh his 
maſter. | 

Bev. Why ay z this looks like management. | 

Bates. He found you quarrelling with Lewſon in the 
ſtreet laſt night. [To Bev. 

Mis. Bew. No; I am ſure he did not. 

Far. Or if 1 44 — | 

Mrs. Bev, *Tis ſalſe, old man — They had no quarrel ; 
there was no cauſe for quarrel. 
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Bev. Let him proceed, I fay—O ! I am fick ! fick 
—Reach a chair, [ He fits down. 

Mrs. Bev. You droop, and tremble, love— Y our eyes 
are fixed too Vet you arc innocent. If Lewſon's dead, 
you kill'd him not. Enter Davuſon. 

Stu, Who ſent for Dawſon ? 

Bates, Tuas I—We have a witneſs too, you little 
think of —- Without there ! 

Stu. What witneſs ? 

Bates. A right one. Look at him. 

Enter Leeſon and Charlotte. 

Seu. Lewſon! O villains ! viliaias! 

[To Bates and Daxvy/on. 

Mrs Bev. Riſen from the dead! why, this is unex- 
pe cted happineſs 

Char. Or is't the ghoſt? [To Sue] that * 
wou'd pleaſe you, fir. 

Jar, What riddle's this? 

Bev. Be quick and tell it My minutes are but "wy 
* * Bev. Alas ! why ſo ? you ſhall live long and 

2 While ſhame and puniſhment ſhall rack that vi- 
per [ Pointing taStekely] the tale is ſhor .I was too buſy 
in his ſecrets, and therefore doom'd to die, Bates, to pre- 
vent the murder, undertook it— 1 kept aloof to give It 
Credit, 

Char. And give me pangs unutterable. 

Lew. 1 felt em all, and would have told you——But 
vengeance wanted ripening. The villain's ſcheme 
was but half execut The arreſt by Dawſon fol- 
low'd the ſuppos'd murder—And now, depending on 
his once wicked aflociates, he comes to fix the guilt on 
Beverley. 

Mrs.” Bev. O! execrable wretch 1 

Bates. Dew ſon and I are witncdT-s of this, 

Leu. Ard of a thouſand frauds, His fortune ruin'd 
by ſharpers and falſe dice; and Stukely ſole contriver 
and poſl-{Tor of all. 

Daze. Had be but fiopt on this fide murder, we had 
been villsins 111. 

Mrs. Bw, Thus Heaven turns evil into good; avd by 
permining fn, warns men to virtue. 

Lew. Yer puvithes the inſtrument, So ſhall our laws : 
tho) nat with death. But death were mercy. Sheme, 
beggary, and imptiſonment, aud unpity'd miſery, the 
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ſtings of conſcience, and the curſes of mankind, ſhall 
make life batcful to him— tilt at laft, bis oan hand end 
him, —How does my friend? [To Bew.] 

Bev. Why, well. Who's he that atks me? 

Mrs. Bev. Tis Lewſov, love - Why do you look fo 
at him? 

Bev. They told me he was murder'd, [ Wildly. 
Mrs. Bew. Ay; but he lives to fave us. i 
Bev. Lend me your hand The room turns round. 

Mrs. Bev. O Heaven! 

Lew. This villain here diſturbs kim. Remove him 
from his fight —— And for your lives ſee that you guard 
* [Stukely is taken off by Datuſon and Bates.] How is 
it, fir? | 

Bev. Tis here—and here [ Pointing to his head and 
heart.) And now it rears me | 

Mr:. B:w. You feel convuls'd too— What 1s't diſ- 
tutbs you ?—— My love! my life | look at me !—How 
his eyes flame! | | 

Bew. A furnace rages in this heart Down, reſtleſs 
flames ! —— [Ling his hand on his heart] down to your 


native Hell—Tbere you ſhall rack me ! for a pavſe 
from pain — Whete's my wife ?!—Can you forgive 
me, love ? 


Mrs. Bev. Alas! for what 

Bey. For meanly dving. 

Mrs. Be. No not ſay t. 
Bev. As truly as my ſoul muſt anſwer it Had 
Jarvis ſtaid this morning, all bad been well. Bur 
preis'd by ſhame——pent in a priſon——tormented with 
my pangs for you——driven to deſpair and madneſs 
— I took the advantage of his abſence, corrupted the 


poor wretch he left ro guard me, and—fwallowed 
poiſon. 


Mrs. Bev. O! fatal deed ! 
Char, Dreadful and cruel ! | 
Beu. Ay, molt accurs'd—Anpd now I go to my ac- 
count.—B nd me, and let me kneel. [They lift him from 
his chair, and ſupport him on his knees.) III pray tor you 
too, ! hou Power that madeit me, hear me! if for a 
life of frailty, and this too haſty deed of death, thy juſ- 
tice dooms me, here I acquit the ſentence. But if, en- 
thron'd in mercy where thou fit'ſt, thy pity has bebeld 
me, ſend me a gleam ot hope; that in theſe laſt and bit- 
ter momeots my ſoul may taſte of comfort ! and for theſe 
| mourners 
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mourners here, O ! let their lives be peaceful, and their 
deaths happy !'—And now I die. 


Mrs. Bev. Reftore him, Heaven ! ftretch forth thy 


fave him ! fave him! or let me die too. 

Bew, No; live, I charge you. We have alittle one, 
Tho' I have left him, you will n-t leave him. To 
Lewſon's kindneſs I bequeath him Is not this Char- 
lotte ? We have liv'd in love, tho? I have wrong'd you 
Can you forgive me, Charlotte ? | 

Char. Forgive you! -O my poor brother! 

Bev. O] for a few ſhort moments! to tell you how my 
heart bleeds for you— That even now, thus dying as I am, 
dubious and fearful of hereafter, my boſom pang is for 
your miſeries. Support her Heaven !——And now I go 
— O, mercy ! mercy ! { Dies, 

Lew. Then all is overflow is it, madam ? 
M r Charlotte, too! 

Thar 

Lew 


ar. Her grief is ſpeechleſs. 

Sorrow like her's forbids complaint Words are 
for lighter griefs——Some miniſtring angel bring her 
peace! And thou, poor breathleſs corpſe, may thy depart- 
ed ſoul have found the reſt it pray'd for ! ſave but one er- 
ror, and this laſt fatal deed, thy life was lovely. Let frail- 
er minds take warning ; and from example learn, that 
want of prudence is want of virtue. 


Follies, if uncontroul'd, of every kind, 
Grow into paſſions, and ſubdue the mind; 
With ſenſe and reaſon hold ſuperior ſtriſe, 
And conquer honour, nature, tame, and life, 


THE END. 


—— — —— — — — — 


